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ADVERTISEMEN x. 


* 


HE editor begs leave to offer his grateful thanks 
to thoſe gentlemen who have contributed their 
labours to complete this ſecond. volume. He ſtill 
keeps to his original plan, that this collection ſhall con- 
{fit of three volumes, and no more. The laſt volume 
will be publiſhed about eighteen months hence. BY 

Perſons poſſeſſed of original poems, are defired to- 
communicate them to the editor; which, if approved” 
of, ſhall be inſerted in the third volume. 

The anthors of the Monthly Review, in the appen- 
dix to vol. xxv. p. 507. give the following account of 
the firſt volume of this collection. 5 

It is juſtly obſerved by the editor of theſe poems, 
«© that it cannot be expected, in a miſcellanenus collecting 
„ to find every poem of equal merit, and to pleaſe every *** 
© reader, mens taſtes dijering as much as their face. 
« However, he adds, that xo piece has been inſerted in 
* this volume, withoat a critical examination by gentle- 4 
* men of tate and charafer. — It is certain, that no 
« one performance can pleaſe every reader, nor is every 
© reader a true judge of what he reads; nevertheleſs, 
there is a kind of ſtandard in the mind of every man of 
*« taſte, by which all poetic merit may be weighed, and 
bad poetry will never ſtand that teſt. We zre there- 

« foreataloſs to account for the indifferent productions 
„ which have been admitted into this volume, notwith- 
„ ſtanding they were previoully examined by gentlemen 
« of taſte and character. The peculiar Scotch phraſes 
« and idioms, indeed, may admit of ſome excuſe, as 
«© the pieces are profeſſedly Scotch. — There are, how- 
% ever, many good Tag in this collection, and we 
hope the intended additional volumes will have the 
advantage of a more ft lect choice. But, after all, it 
is to be feared, this undertaking will never equal the 
«© elegant collection, ia fix volumes, made by Dod- 
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iv ADVERTISEMENT, C.. 

Good Mr Critic, you will remember we told you, in 
the advertiſement prefixed to the firſt volume, that 
war collection was to conſiſt only of three volumes; 
now you muſt be a devil of a conjurer, when you Pro. 
pheſy, that this collection will never equal Bod ey "8. 
in ſix volumes. As you underſtand arithmetic, three 
can never be equal to ſix, nor the half equal the whole. 
Vou ſeem to be wonderfully witty on Mr Maſſey in 
"this ſame appendix, p. 497. When he is beginning to 
run over his multiplication-table, and finds three times 
three make nine, you ſnap at him immediately, admi- 
ring his great ſagacity. Now, ſweet Mr Critic, 1 
and he had better run over the rule of three together 
and then we may hope the Heſperian gardens 1 will 
produce apples of pure gold, and no more oranges, and 
your oracles give us more explicit reſponſes. 


We do not mean here to defend Mr Maſſey, who is pointed 
out by the Reviewers as a blockhcad, 

+ Maſley ſays, that perhaps the golden apples produced in the 
Heſper.an gardens were oranges, 


CORRIGENDA. 
Pag. bn. „ 
20. 5. for tincts read tints 
24. 6. for in read on 
9. for Oh read Ah | 
29. 6. after Perſia inſert brought 
40. 12. read new-peel'd | 
N. B. In vol. 1. of this collection, two poems, in- 
titled, Adella, and Morna, whoſe author is not men- 
tioned, were wrote by Mr A. E. | | 
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an ECLOGUE. 


In the manner of Mr GA x. 


B 4 2 * 12 2 
Rure vero barbarogue lælatur. MarTIALs 
Tu ou 486. MARTHA. 
LL by the ſide of a clear winter-fire, 


A ſwain and nymph; whom mutual. flames 
inſpire, | 


NY Alternate ſung : Ye Muſes, all and N 
f . Tho? long the journey, from Parnaſſus come; 3 


Be it your taſk theſe lofty Jays to ſing, 


$ Dicite, Pierides; non omnia poſſumus omnes. VIõ c. ecl. 8. 


Vol. II. A Max T A. 


= Man v:8na. 


A COLLECTION 


The nymph began. I love my Tom fo well, 
I love him more than any tongue can tell. 
"Tis ſweet to hear the beggar blackbeard's rhyme; 7 
Tis ſweet to ſleep at church in ſermon- time; 
I like a tale of fairies, or a ghoſt; 
J like foul ſtories of the pariſſi-toaſt; 
To learn a ſecret yields me huge delight, 
And, oh! to publiſh it tranſports me quite, 
Maids love to munch their gingerbread alone ; 
And Margery joys to ſcold her huſband John : 
But ſcolding ſo delights not Margery's ſoul, 
As it delights me on your knee to loll : 
Songs, flander, gingerbread, and ſleep in pew, 
Secrets or goblin-tales are taſteleſs without you. 


THOMAS. 

In mornings raw to quaff the guſty dram; 
To feed on frothing ale and bacon-ham; 
Do what the prieſt forbids, and ſport and play 
Fearleſs on Sunday, as on holyday ; 
To glut my eager maw with ſavoury leek; 
1dly to ftroll three ſeveral days a-week : 
Theſe could delight me; but were you unkind, 
In theſe, alas! poor Tom no joy could find. 
With you I'll chearful work, my Bible read, 
Live on pure element and barley-bread : 
For you, my dear, tobacco I'd give o'er, 
Take ſnuff, get drunk, and ſwear, and ſtroll no more. 


MART EH. 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 3 


| MART E A. 
Ah, did your heart bear witneſs to your tongue, 
Martha were happy as the day is long. 
But, wo is me! though ſweet your ſpeeches ſeem, 
Sweeter by much than ſtrawberries and cream, 
Some laſs prank'd up with greater coſt and art, 
I fear ſticks cloſely to my 'Tommy's heart. 
Doubtleſs your ſtrain has many a maid beguil'd, 
For you was given to lying from a child. 
When but a boy, (L'Il ne'er forget the day, 
* Juſt then I learn'd at blindman's buff to play), 
Stealing the parſon's peaſe when you was caught, 
+ (Could parſons pardon, twas a venial fault); 
With tears and curfes you deny'd the fact, 
Though they ſurpris'd you in the very act. 
But all in vain; for to your bare backſide 
The parſon's man his whirling whip applied. 
J faw, I lov'd; deep in my conſtant breaſt 
The beauteous image yet remains impreſs'd. 
Happy, alas! too happy had I been, 
I I that laſhing-bout had never ſeen, 
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* Alter ab undecimo jam tunc me ceperat annus, 

| Jam fragiles poteram a terra contingere ramos. 

' KB Ut vidi! ut perii! ut me malus abſtulit error 

'F | VII. Ecl. 8, 
po + Ignoſcenda quidem, ſcirent fi ignoſcere manes, 3 
bo | VIX SG. Geors. 4. 
635] Felix, heu nimium felix] ſi littora tantum 

3 Nunquam Dardaniæ tetigiſſent noſtra carinæ. 

4 f Vine, ZEneid, 4. 
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4 R COELLECTFLON 
Ah, did yqu know, what reſtleſs nights Pve paſt, 
What dreams, what qualms endur'd, from firſt to laſt ; - 


What jealouſies and fears, and all for you; 
Sure-to his Martha Tommy would prove true. 


T H OM A s. 

M ho does ill dreads ill, ſays the proverb old, 
And falſehood never was in proverbs told, 
You thought I ſaw you not when late you fat - 
With rake- hell Roger in familiar chat. 

Nay, more, I ſaw you (could the fight be born !) 
With buſy needle mend his breeches torn. 

Gnaſhing my teeth 1 ſtood, my heart throbb'd thick, 
O had your needle pierc'd him to the quick ! 

Juſt my ſuſpicions, juſtly I upbraid; 

Are theſe the manners of a modeſt maid? 


MART RH A. 
Falſe is the imputation ; for, heav'n knows, 
T was not his breeches, Tom, it was his hoſe. . 
And ſince you ſeem to jealouſies inclin'd, 
Though loath to fret old ſores, I'll ſpeak my mind. 
Why Suſan pin'd of late all were ſurpris'd ; 
Wan wax'd her looks, each feature ſeem'd diſguis'd ; 
Her. beef-red lips aſſum'd a yellow hue, 
Ard each dead eye was ſunk in circle blue. 
Sullen ſhe grew and ſad ; and goflips ſaid, 
'That chalk and cinders were her daily bread. 
But ſince from market you with Suſan came, 
No longer mourns the ſolitary dame ; 
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or ORIGINAL POEMS. 5. 
Zrightens to red her colour erſt ſo pale, 
She dances, ſings, and tells a wanton tale; 


And fatter far ſhe ſeems than e'er before 
Ah! Thomas, Thomas ! — but I ſay no more. 


| Tu oO uA $. 

Whence could ſo ſtrange a whim your fancy ſtrike ! N 
Think you' that I the ugly huſſy like ? | 
Vile ſlut! like rotten carrion ſtinks her breath, 

Blacker than ſoot are her diſtorted teeth. 

The ſnail ſhall with the roebuck vie in ſpeed, - 

On foxes geeſe, and cats on muſtard feed ;. 

The butterfly ſhall woo the bat, and puſs 

Be join'd in bands of wedlock with the mouſe : 

No. more ſhall ghoſts glide grinning through the dark; 


The firmament ſhall fall and cruſh the lark; 


In water our fat ſquire his thirit ſhall ſlake, 
When Martha fair for Suſan I forſake. 


Ma TRA. | 

Great was my dread when late we went to fair, 
To find the tall recruiting ſerjeant there : 
But when your half-reluctant hand he took, 
Fear chilPd my heart, and all my members ſhook. 
He prais'd, both when you walk*d, and when you ſtood, 
Your manly mien, and ay he damn'd his blood: 
A proper man yoo was, he ſaid, and ſwore, 
As Cer neats leather trode, or firelock bore : 


Ante ergo leves paſcentur in æthere cervi, &c. 
| Vine, Fc). 2. 
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And offer'd gold and crowns, would you enliſt, 
And ſhook the gingling guineas in his fiſt. 

Dear Tom, take care, nor mix in war and blood ; 
To ſleep in an unwounded ſkin is good. 

Ah! let not theſe rough redcoats e' er decoy 

Far from his native home my only joy 

In foreign parts are ſavages, more black 2 
Than Satan's ſelf, a fell blood-thirſty pack 24 
Who (heaven preſerve us now and evermore!) 1 
Eat living men, and drink like ale their gore. 
Take care, my Tom, theſe dreadful ſoldiers ſhun ; 
Touch not their guineas, or you are undone ; 
Then, wo is me! alas! and well-a-day ! 

PII fee my Tom no more for ever and for ay. 


THOMAS. 

And did my danger fo diſturb your mind ? 
Sure I'm a villain if I prove unkind. 
No, Martha, fear me not; with heart ſincere, 
Eternal love I promiſe and I ſwear. 
When I forſake thee, Martha, may my ſoul, . 
Deep plung'd in hell, burn red as any coal! 3 
On me turn'd broomſtick, may the witches ride 
To France and Spain acroſs the roaring tide ! 
The Red ſea be my bed, where conjur'd ghoſts, 
Thicker than minnows, ſwarm along the coafts ? 
May I be doom'd to drink up all the ſeas, 
Ard eat the riew moon like a piece of cheeſe! 


MARTHA, 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 7 


MART A, 

Hold, Tom, I'm now convinc'd you love indeed: 
Henceforth my heart no jealouſies ſhall breed: | 
And when I'm falſe, may Satan here ſhe ſtopp'd, 
For here a mouſe from cat-watch'd hole elop'd; 
As croſs the floor he wander'd on his way, 

Midſt Martha's flaunting garments chanc'd to ſtray. 


Loud ſhriek'd the nymph ; nor had her fears been vain,. 


If unknown courage had not fir'd the ſwain. 
Headlong, his darling to defend, he flew, 
(Mice yet unborn that hunting- match may rue), 
And chas'd, with fearleſs hand, the felon round, 
Through every maze of the forbidden ground ; 
Till at the laſt the trembling foe he ſqueez'd, 
And inſtant death the ſqueaking recreant ſeiz'd. 
Martha with joy the dangling carcaſe eyes ; 
Then puſs, with one conſent, obtains the prize, 
Forgetful thus of merit's dangerous toil, ' 

Some lazy minion oft enjoys the ſpoil. 


SIO IDO DCC DOTOSOOCSIOGOOOGAGES 
The Wo lr and SHEPHERDS. 
MA © AL 
By the ſame. 
Aws, as we read in ancient ſages, 


Have been like cobwebs in all ages, 
: Cobwcbs 


x CaALIECTLION: 


Cobwebs for puny flies are ſpread, . 
And laws for puny folks are made. 


But if a bee, or man of might, . 
Be tangled in his lawleſs flight, 8 4 
Mark how he tears the ſlender fetter, "2 


And makes a may-game of the matter. 


I grant your ſimile may pleaſe one, 
With whom wit holds the place of reaſon ; : 


But. make it good that this in fact is 3 
Agreeable to life and practice. | 


Then hear what, in his {imple way. 
Old Æſop told me t'other day. 
Twas om a time (he does not fix 
The date preciſe to days or weeks) 
When men, more ſparing of their ſpeeches, -- 
Allow'd the beaſts ſome time to teach us. 


4 r 


8 at of; 2 - , pe, < Fro is. pack. vs 7 

ee lier e r 42.700 74 i 2 
; ; x , GE 

9 , n 


But we ſo talkative are grown, = 
No voice we ſuffer but our own ; 1 
No beaſt with us has leave to ſpeak, 1 
Although his honeſt heart ſhould breaæ: = 
Tis true, your aſſes and your apes, ; q 
And other brutes in human ſhapes, 4 

' And that thing made of noiſe and ſhow, 1 
Which mortals have miſnam'd, A Beav, yt 
(But, in the language of .the ſky,. "I . 1 | 
Is call'd a two-legg'd butterfly); ; 3 
Will make your very heart-ſtrings ake, | 1 


So loud, fo endleſs is their talæ. - 
But 
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Where from an hollow rock he ſpy'd 
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| Diffus'd a ſtomach- rouſing ſteam. 
Our wolf could not endure the ſight, 


At His entrails groan'd with tenfold pain, 


At laſt, with lightning in his eyes, 

1 He bounces forth, and fiercely cries, 
Shepherds, I'm not jpclin'd to ſcolding, 
But now my ſpleen I cannot hold in. 
Who can endure your groſs oppreſſion ? 
l fear 'twould put a faint in paſſion. 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 9 


But to our ſtory we return: 
*T was early on a ſummer-morn, 
A wolf forſook the-mountain-den, 
And iſſu'd hungry on the plain. 
Full many a ſtream and lawn he paſs'd, 
And reach'd a winding vale at laſt ; 


The ſhepherds drefs'd in flow'ry pride. 
Garlands were ſtrow'd, and all was gay, 
To celebrate an holyday ; 

The merry tabor's gameſome ſound 
Provok'd the ſprightly dance around. 
Hard by a rural board was rear'd, 

On which in fair array appear'd 


The peach, the apple, and the raiſin, 1 
And all the fruitage of the ſeaſon; 1 


But more diſtinguiſh'd than the reſt 
Was ſeen a wether ready dreſs'd, 
That ſmoking, recent from the flame, 


Outrageous grew his appetite, 


He lick'd his lips, and lick'd again. 


You 
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You who your folds from harm protect, 
Providing laws for that effect, 1 
Which make it death for any beaſt, 

How much ſoe'er by hunger preſs'd, 

To ſeize a ſheep by force or ſtealth. 

(For ſheep, you ſay, are ſhepherds * 


| Dan you commit, untouch'd by ſhane, 


Whit i ima beaſt ſo much you blame? 
What is à lay, if thoſe who make it 


Become the forwardeſt to break it! 


The caſe is plain: you would reſerve 


All to yourſelves, while others ſtarve. 


Buch partial laws from intreſt ſpring, 
| Not from the reaſon of the thing. 


He was proceeding, when a ſwain 


HBaurſt out, And dares a wretch arraign 


His betters,. and condemn their meaſures, 
And contradi® their wills and pleaſures ? 


Me have eſtabliſh'd laws, tis true; 


But laws are made for ſuch as you. 
Know, ſirrah, in their very natures, 


Laws can't affect the legiſlators. 


For laws without a ſanction join'd, 
As all men know, can never bind: 


But ſanctions reach not us the makers, 
For who dares puniſh us though breakers? 
' Tis therefore plain without deni 


That laws were ne'er deſign'd to tie all, 
But thoſe whom ſanctions reach alone; 
We ſtand aceountable to none. 


Beſides * 
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Beſides, tis evident, that, ſeeing 


I'll ſhow. you moſt-convincing proof. 
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or ORIGINAL POEM S. 3a: i 


Laws from the great derive their being. 
Laws, as in duty bound, ſhould love 4 5779. 
The great, in whom they live and move; ; 
And humbly yield to their deſires; 

Tis juſt what gratitude requires. 

What ſuckling, dandled in the lap, 

Would tear away its mother's pap ? 

But hold Why deign I to diſpute 

With ſuch a ſcoundrel of a brute? 

That laws ſhould ſerve us, Maſter Wolf, 


I x 
3 
: 


He gave-the ſign : the maſtiffs fly, 
And mingling clamours rend the ſky. 


The beaſt had now no time to loſe, 
Nor farther reaſons to oppoſe. 
This argument, quoth he, has force, 
And ſwiftneſs is my ſole reſource. 
He ſaid, and left his foes the day, 
And to the mountains ſcour'd away. 


mm 4 COLLECTION 
A S O N 4G, 
Tranſlated from the SCOTCH, 


By the. ſame. 


44 Weet Annie ſlowly left the ſhore 
Where Damon climb'd the veſſel's ſide : 
Alas! my heart knows home no more, 
Since Damon's toſs'd along the tide. 
Vet ſhall my heart till faithful prove, 
For faithful ever is my ſwain ; 
'Abſent, he thinks on Annie's love, 
And foreign beauties charm in vain. 
His gold let wealthy Strephon ſhow, 
And the ſmooth arts of flattery try, 
And praiſe the poliſh of my brow, 
And praiſe the luſtre of mine eye. 
What though, to diſtant regions born, 
My lover rides the awful deep ? 
PII wait, and hope for his return, 
And all my heart for Damon keep. 


No more, falſe Corydon, no more 
For Annie frame the luring lay ; 
Your Damon would be troubled ſore 
Did you his confidence betray. 


or ORI-GA1NAL POEMS. 13 


Your luring lays are all in vain, 
Your falſe deſigns diſgrace your art ; 
But melting ſweet is Damon's ftrain, 
His ftrain beſpeaks the faithful heart. 


O ſmile, ye ſkies, around my love; 


Gently, ye proſp'rous breezes, blow; 
Far off, ye ſavage ſtorms, remove, 

Nor cloud my future days with wo. 
Full long, alas! will be his ſtay; 

But let me not at fate repine : 
I'll keep my heart, and wait the day 

When Damon ſhall again be mane. 


e if dr K... x r . Ker er. h . & 
An EPISTLE to Mr D 85 


N. 


By the Hen. Mr A. E. 


Of thou that kindly ope'ſt the preſs 
For ey'ry author in diſtreſs, 

At whoſe command we come in view, 

Or bound in calf, or ſtitch'd in blue, 

Once more to thee I muſt apply, 

Accept theſe poems, ail will buy : 


Nor wonder much from whence I ſtole em; 

But clap them in your ſecond volume; 

Or elſe my lovely darling lines 

Mauſt be entomb'd in magazines; 

Vol II. B or 
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Or probably, if you refuſe, | 
May deck a column in the news. 

This favour grant, and T'll agree, 
That Dodſley's a faint type of thee. 
Proceed, dear Sir, and entertain 

Each youth of a poetic vein; 

With care each riſing genius tend, 

' Leſt with the critics blaſt he bend. 
'The time ſhall come, by prophets old, 
* And Mr Sheridan foretold, | 
When fair Edina ſhall become 

A ſecond Athens, or a Rome, 

By you ſhall greateſt bards be printed, 
And never ſhall your price be ſtinted : 
Poets ſhall ſaunter through your ſhop, 


Superior to me or Pope; 3 
Eſteem'd by folks that boaſt diſcerning, 3 
Prodigious prodigies of learning. 3 


Mean while, until theſe times arrive, 
Your uſual trade, I pray you, drive, 
And, once a-week, if you are wile, 
Continue yet to advertiſe ; 

And ſtlill as winter cools our clime, 
Let looſe in print your ſons of rhyme, 
With kindeſt look you often tell, 
Your poems excellently ſell ; 

And ſure the genius great muſt be, 
That money makes of bards like me, 


* In his lectures lat ſummer, 
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or ORIGINAL POEMS. 15 


O DFE to Mz worry. 
By the Jame.. 


J. 
Ince joy ſtil wing'd for flight is fled, 
To viſit me will Mem'ry deign; 
To me ſhe won't deny her aid, 
My pleaſures all with her remain: 
For op'ning on my riſing days, 
No proſpects gleam with brigh'ning blaze, 
Of force to charm each weeping hour, 
And gild the clouds that darkſome lour; 
For future times alone diſeloſe | 
A long, a black*ning ſcene of woes, 
From which the. blaſted ſoul recoils, 
And, ſhiv'ring, dreads the fancied toils; 
And wild Deſpair, the ghaſtly tort'ring fiend, 
Has chas'd away ſweet Hope, Affliction's only friend“ 


II. 
No more fair ſmiling on the view, 
Does Hope appear of roſy hue ; 
Say, where is fled the lenient gueſt, 
That ſooth'd the ſadly penſive breaſt, 
That troops of fair ideas brought, 
And check'd the riſing gloom of thought? 
When ſeas of wo advance around, 
Ah! faithleſs can ſhe ſhift her ground, 
And leave a wretch alone to brave 
The madneſs of the whelming wave? 
B. 2. Alas! 
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Alas ! the fair eluſive form 

Avoids the whirlwind of the ſtorm, 
And ſeeks the peaceful inland vales, 

Unſwept by Sorrow's blaſting gales. 


III. | 
Hail Memory !: celeſtial name, I 
Preſerver of each virtuous fame, 1 K 1 | 
To win thy felt internal praiſe, 4 
We toil through life's bewilder'd maze, ; 4 
Conſcience and Memory combin'd, 1 
art horror through the guilty mind; I 
But view, with piercing light, in vain, | # 
The breaft untinctur'd with a tain : 1 
Vet ſtill with Vice they ſeem awake, Þ 
With Vice each feſtal ſcene-partake, 1 
With hated ſteps upon her preſs, | x 1 
And damp her even in ſucceſs; : I 
While Virtue till their preſence courts, | 
And raptur'd feels the bleſs'd ſupports. 4 
| W 9 
Come, heavenly Memory, retrace 'F 
The hours that wore a ſmiling face, 7 
The hours, that, ſwiftly circling rounds 3 
Me bath'd in bliſs ecſtatic found; 
But only, only thoſe reſtore, 
Which youth and pleaſure gilded o'er ; 
Let thoſe, when ſorrow ſeiz'd my mind, 
Be kept long lingering behind: 
er For 


For ſure already well I know 


Ihe look of anguiſh, voice of wo, 


And folded arms, and lab'ring ſighs, 
And ſhow'rs of tears from redd'ning eyes; 
The moments paſt me have not flown, 
And melancholy ſtill unknown. 

. 
Begin, the promis'd ſcenes reſtore, 
By youth and pleaſure gilded o'er : 
See Childhood eager to advance ; 
Behold the quickneſs of his glance ! 
Behold amazement in his eyes, 
And eager looks of young ſurpriſe : 
Bleſs'd time! with every trifle pleas'd ; 
By no corroding care diſeas'd ; : 
When yet unus'd to ſubtile art, 
Light leaps with joy the flatt'ring heart; 
And with ſimplicity allied, | 
O'er flowers we wander fide by ſide ; 
And all to innocence reſign'd, 


Obey each impulſe-of the mind, 
VI. 


Proceed, the promis'd ſcenes reſtore, - 
& By youth and pleaſure gilded o'er; 


And ſee where Youth himſelf appears, 


In vernal bloom of roſy years; 
In bloom where health for ever blows, 


And vivid in each feature glows ; 
B 3 


or ORIGINAL POE MS. 177 


Now 


18 4 COLLECTION. 


Now ſwift from joy to joy he turns, 

And ſtill with expectation burns, 

Still burns ſolicitons to prove 

The ſoft deceiving ſnares of love. 
Unknown the frauds that round him fly, 
Fair Candour beams from every eye, 

And Beauty opes her faithful arms, 

And Friendſhip ſtill ſincerely charms. 


VII. 

Soon other paſſions ſeize the mind, 
Impetuous as the ruſh of wind, 
Which wild along the ſurges raves, 
And whitens all the burſting waves. 
How rapid cruel Love prepares 
His long attendant race of cares; 
Lo frequent in the cloudy mien 
Suſpicion's baleful glance is ſeen; 
And woes, which only life can PONG 
For ever varied howl around. 

Ah! gentle Memory, forbear ; 
Enum'rate not the race of care ; 
Again the promis'd ſcenes reſtore, 
By youth and pleaſure gilded o'er. 


| VIII. 
Reſtore, reſtore the happy time, 
When love inſpir'd the careleſs rhyme, 
From morn to bluſhing eve my lays, 


=; an ſung Dione's praiſe, 


What 


een Mo nn: 


8 


8 


88 


. — Fc „ MED, 
r een 


8 S 


D 


F We n 
2 e n 
2 "0 don IP; 3 e 
3 OW IS 
S : 


r 


+ 
7 
> 
LIEN 4 
1 
_- _— 
© oe 
55 
ny 4 
» 5 
25 A 
2 ; 
3% J 
5 
* 4 
7 bs. * 
«I * 
AY 
3 
ek: 
_ 
= 
nM 
2 
Wy 
,_- 
1 
2 0 3 
1 
1 
i 
5.50 : 
"a 
x. 
* 85 9.35 


. 
8 E 
Jy 

J 
>, 

+ 
2 

7 


Es 

* 

BY Y * * 
4 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 


What days were thoſe when every wind 
Jo ſoft ſerenity inclin'd ! 

| Then would the laughing landſcape ring, 
And joy would wave on wanton wing. 


Slow wand'ring, I indulg'd my dreams, 


Where fairies ſeem'd to haunt the ſtreams ; - 
| Slow ſtole the ſtreams along the ſhade, 


Or pour'd a dewy ſoft caſcade ; 


All flow'rs of ſcent adorn'd the ground, 


While ſpring bloom'd jocund wild around. 


IX. 


1 They're loſt, deep plung'd in darkeſt night; 


The proſpect dies upon the ſight ; 
The hours of peace and joy are fled ; 


Gone is the morning's ſofteſt red, 

That promis'd, ere the day was done, 

A long unclouded length of fun : 

A ſudden night involves around ; 

The glowing ſcenes in ſhade are drown'd; 


No more the gales of pleaſure blow 

| With pleaſing murmurs ſoft 4nd flow ; 

| My ears receive another ftrain ; 

Loud ſwells the gale along the plain, 

That, rapid on its ſounding wings, 

&Z Deſpair and ceaſeleſs ſorrow brings 2 


X. 


3 Then Mem'ry, ceaſe thy feeble aid, 


At beſt but tranſient, weak, and vain ; © 
For ſince Affliction will invade, 


Thy retroſpection is a pain, 


-IP - 


Then 
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Then let ſome more ſuperior power, 


= With ſmiles illume the lonely hour; 

| Let Fancy, from the op'ning gloom, 
1 Diſpel the horrors of my doom; 

1 Fair in her glowing tincts pourtray'd, 


Life's landſcape loſes all its ſhade ; 
Swift fade the ſtrokes of ſable dye, 
And golden colours meet the eye ; 
She as ſhe wills can give the ſufferer eaſe, 
And make extravagance in ſpite of reaſon pleaſe. 
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O D E to Pr. 
By the ſame. 


| | 1. 5 
1 pow'r that lov'ſt the lone receſs, 
Where Virtue ſadd'ning with diſtreſs, 
Still drops (the ſilent tear; 
Benignant in my yielding breaſt, 
May all thy ſoft affections reſt; 
Oh let chem center here! 
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II. 
By all thy gentleſt ſons have felt, 
Oh let my boſom ever melt 
In luxury of wo! 


8 
— 


And as the warm emotions riſe, _ TT 
Let ſtreams of forrow ſhade my eyes, 
And unreſtricted flow. 
I. 


er ORIGINAL POEMS. 22 


IH: 


Prom thee, into the human ſoul, 
XZ The amiable paſſions ſtole, 


'Y That ſoften and improve; 

XX Hence Friendſhip to the feeling heart 

Did firſt her ſocial-warmth impart, 
And ſoon *twas generous love. 


3 IV. 

Oh thou, all-powerful-to aſſuage 

X The furious ſtorms of frantic rage, 

: That tear the wounded ſoul ; 

At thy approach they ſwell no more, 

The ſtill waves ſleep upon the ſhore, 
Nor madden as they roll. 


V. 


v. happy few, on whom the day 


Lines with a bright unelouded ray, 
f | Let tender Pity find, 


That ſhe can ſtain with tears your eyes, 


1 And ftill with Mis'ry's moving cries, 
8 | Can melt the foft'ning mind. 


1 VI. 
Go, bid the chearing light of morn 
* Illume the dungeon dark forlorn, 

1 Where War's ſad captives lie: 
== Go, bid in Poverty's low cell 


Content and competence to dwell, 


And raiſe the downcaſ eye. 


VII. 
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| ; VII. b 
Where Avon ftreams along retir'd, 1 
By Pity and by Terror fir'd, A 
Immortal Shakeſpear wrote; — 
And Otway liſt'ning to thy ſtrains, L 
Still wander'd mournful o'er the plains, 3 
And fram'd-each tender thought, 9 
VIE 4 
Behold, with madneſs in her eyes, 1 
All wild afflicted Conſtance flies, 3 
Dr ſinks upon the ground; A 
While ending poor Monimia's woes, 4 
9 


The vital tide no longer flows, 
And all is horror round. 


IX. 
Vet once again thy ſoul infuſe, 
{ Awake to grief the Britiſh muſs,. 
| Thy moving ſcenes reſtore ;- 
The ſad, the melancholy tale, 
With wo ſhall ev'ry heart aſſail, 
With wo ſhall all deplore. 


"+; 
And now while war is raging wild, | 
Swift dart thy influence ſoft and mild. 
Into the human breaſt; 
And, oh! with gentle Peace allied, 
Rid the mad ſtorm of arms ſubſide, , 
And let the nations reſt... 
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or ORIGINAL POEMS. 23 
E D N. 


By the ſame. 


I'S done: pale. ſickneſs all her form invades, 
*F Ev'n in the glow of youth her features die: 
2 How faſt the flond bloom of beauty fades ! 

No more a luſtre ſtreams from every eye. 
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I | Where late the animated graces lay, 

And in each ſmile of joy attractive ſhone, 
Nou fell diſeaſes riot on their prey, 

| Smiles balmy lipp'd, and graces all are gone, 


As fall the leaves before the eaſtern gale, | al 
As dies the verdure at cold wi inter's breath, 

As touch'd by froſt in ſpring the freſh flowers fail, 
So droops young Beauty at th' approach of Death, 


9 Ah! as I watch and ſilent hope her reſt, 

A | How hard to ſmother in my ſtruggling ſighs! 
To bid them all lie dormant in my breaſt, 
And bid the tears not iſſue from my eyes. 


3 Vet oft, in ſpite of ev'ry vain dias 

& The ſighs will pant, the rapid tears will flow; : 

? Springs from my burſting heart, the loud complaint 
= Sinks my ſad foul, opprefs'd with keeneſt WO. 


While 
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While ſhe ſuperior to the ſenſe of pain, 
Unwilling murmurs forth a ſingle groan ; 

Heeds not the war that rages in each vein, 
Scarce feels a pang, or feels for me alone, 


Late bleſs'd with ſoft content, each riſing morn 
Brought in the happy day, in proſpect fair; 

The clouds are blacken'd, all is now forlorn, 
Ard ev'ry hour flies forth ſwift-wing'd with care. 


Oh tender moments, whither are ye fled, 
That paſt in love, drew forth our wand'ring feet, 
Raptur'd, to trace ſome warbling brook's wild bed, 
While in the ſhooting grove we ſhunn'd the heat! 


Now trembling, . in the dark*ning gloom I ſtray 
Alone, and bleſs'd with her I love no more! 
I mark the night involve the twilight grey, 
And the wild waves that flame along the ſhore. 


Amaz'd, I often think a dying knell, 
With deepeſt cadence, vibrates on my ear; 
Low murmurs ſound, and viewleſs phantoms yell, 
My ſoul, my ſtartled ſoul is ſunk with fear. 


Yet oft, as on my mind theſe horrors throng, 
Hope gilds with tranſient ray th' alarming hour; 

Soon ceaſe to wound my breaſt theſe dæmons ſtrong, 
I joyful feel, and own the preſent pow'r. - 


\ 


Dione 


or ORIGINAL ;POEMS. 25 


Dione inſtant flaſhes on my view, 
All warm with youth and renovated bloom, | 
Freſh as the ſpring's firſt bloſſoms dropping dew, 
Sweet as the morning-roſe's belt perfume. 


} Ye gales of health, from weſtern mountains blow, 
* Haſte, goddeſs, iſſue from thy trickling ſprings, 


| I Retouci her pallid cheeks with vivid glow, 


Wave ſoft around her couch your life-reſtoring wings. 


e de e e eee 0e 
The Hare and the RE D'BR-E AST. 


A 101 
y the ſane. 
Famiſh'd hare; in ſearch of ſod: | 
Forth iſſu'd from a mazy wood 
The earth was all bound up with froſt, | 
And quite in gloſly ſnow ſeem'd loſt ; 
XZ Each verdant vegetative plain 


Acknowledg'd winter's drear domain; 


Fr The lazy ſtreams. forgot to flow, 


# | The leafleſs trees were hung with ſnow; 


3 The hare with racking hunger faint, 
4 Thus murmur'd forth his ſad complaint-: 
vor u. C Tre 


And not an herb i is to be found; 


Unleſs I get a quick ſupply, 
With preſſing famine ſwift I die. 


A redbreaſt who was ſitting near, 
The hare's complaint did overhear, 
And in compaſſion of his grief, 

Bid him chear up, and hope relief : 
Let me conduct you from the fen 
Quick to the chearful haunts of men, 
Ah'no, the timid hare replied, 
Another way my ſteps I'Il guide; 

I fear, I fear the guileful ſnares, 

Still fatal to the race of hares : 

Shall 1 forget the dewy morn, . 

When near I heard the hunter's horn, 
And ſweeping o'er the riſing grounds, 
I ſcarce eſcap'd the following hounds ? 
But yet if you yourſelf will venture, 
And boldly firſt their haunts will enter, 
On your report that they befriend you, 
I then will willingly attend you. 
Agreed, the fearleſs Redbreaſt cries, 
Know that the dangers I deſpiſe. 

So ſaying, rapid through the air 

He wing'd his flight, and left the Hare, 
Next day he came in woful plight, 

All dropping blood, a diſmal fight, 
His gaudy plumage vilely ſoil'd, 

His tuneful throat for ever ſpoil'd. 
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I've rang'd o'er all the well-known ground, 
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Thus to the hare he told his tale. 

Ah me! what ills I have endur'd 

(Ills which, alas! can ne'er be cur'd) 
From wicked man's rapacious race, 
Since laſt I left you in this place ! 

Yon houſe I did no ſooner enter, 

(Of fell barbarity the centre), 
Than by the children rudely ſeiz'd, 
Hard was my tender body ſqueez'd ; 

My wings they broke, my feathers tore, 
And from my beak fell drops of gore ; 
At laſt they threw me out for dead, 
And here in torment I have fled. 

Oh! lead me to th impending ſteep, 
Where nodding woods o'erhang the deep ; 
Or place me in the ruſhy fen, 

Far from the ſavage haunts of men, 
Where I may ſafely tune my lays, 

And ſing, unhurt, my Maker's praiſe, 
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By the ſame. 


V Hen I ſee a magic fair, 
With a fpirit in her air, 
p C 2 
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Deep in the winding of the vale, * 
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And behold with deep ſurpriſe, 
Faſcination in her eyes; = 
When, by ſome all- powerful charms, _ 
Swiit my burning boſom warms ; | 
When by ſome illuſive ſpell” ' ” | 27 
I feel the glowing pains of hel! ; 23 
When by a glance I'm wither'd down, 
Or render'd ſpeechleſs by a frown ; 1 ws 
When by the beldame's ſubtile art N 
J loſe my appetite and heart; 

Then tell, ye gods, how much Iiteh, 
To fire at once the potent witch. 
From ſcheme to ſcheme I reſtleſs turn, 7 
To make the dread enchantreſs burn. . Y 
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HE ſun his force abates, tis three o'clock, 9 
1 Wild o'er the plains of K — ſounds the bell, 
And deeply vibrates in the gueſts-pleas'd ears, | 
That in the drawing-room impatient ſat, | 2 
Waiting the ſignal with an eager guſt, I B 
(For ſtill impatience waits on ſtomach keen), | Y 
| Tom, 
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Tom, in important phraſe, now quick proclaims 


But Clara is with crimſon all o'erſpread, 
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O'er all the room that dinner has appear'd. 

Up from their chairs they ſtart, but ſill a care 
Remains, who firſt ſhall leave the peopled room 
At laſt the wife of Laird array'd in ſilk, 

From ancient Perfia, or fartheſt Ind, 

That long in depth of wooden cheſt lay hid, 
For years the prey of ev'ry gnawing moth, 
With ſweet reluctant bluſh leads on the crew. 
Rapid they burſt, as when upon the ſhore 

OF hoſtile France our warlike Britons pour, 
Boding deſtruction to that faithleſs land. 

Haply a handkerchief remains unpinn'd, 

Of lovely Clara, or of Julia fair. | 

With eager haſte they hurry on their cloaths, | 
Then down the ſtairs they ruſh, arid ope the door; 
A timid bluſh glows ſoft on Julia's face, 

Faint peeping through her alabaſter ſkin ; 


Like the thin clouds that on a froſty eve 

Skirt with a vivid red the mountain's edge, 
Which long ſublime the parting light retains, 
The hoſtefs“ lib'ral hand deals-out the ſoup 

In hollow plates, on which the fam'd Chineſe” 
Have deep impreſs'd the pencil's fineſt tints, 
In all extravagant fantaſtic forms, 

A glare of glowing colours blended wild. 


Plac'd at the table's lower end appears 


Honeſtus, (by a wittier merrier man 
In fair Fifea, ne'er was rais'd the laugh), 1 


C 3 
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Of largeſt belly and of roundeſt face, 
Emblem of plenty and ſerene content, 


Where ſtill good nature lov'd to ſit and ſmile, 


His province is to parcel out the ham. 

Vet don't imagine he forgets himſelf; 

As famous he for eating as for mirth. 

A ſmaller table in the window plac'd, 

Next my attention claims; for there appear 
The jovial youth, with roſy health adorn'd. 


Decorum, decency are quite forbid 


That happy place; they bite, they ſcratch, they tear 


TH untaſted morſel from each other's plates, 
While ever and anon the loud-yoic'd laugh 
Impetuous ſallies from the jocund heart, 
When in my morn of life I there appear'd, 

A peerleſs nymph 1 often us'd to note, 


(Who in St Andrew's town was wont to dwell), 


For magnitude of noſe and ſtomach fam'd ; 
Voraciouſly carnivorous ſhe was; 

Each thing ſhe taſted, down from fatteſt beef 
To frothy ſillabubs ang jellies thin. 


Let not the much-lov'd muſe her voice defile, 
By naming every diſh that crowns the board. 


When each keen appetite is fated quite, 
Suffice it for to ſay, the cloth's remov'd, 
Diſcov'ring to the view a poliſh'd plain, 
(Shining like glaſs), of deep mahogony : 
Once when a tree it flouriſh'd ſtraight and tall, 
Luxuriant waving on the Summer iſles, 
Breathing through air an aromatic fmell ; 
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But now cut down its preſent form it wears, 
And by the hand of Nan with waxen cloth, 
Each bluſhing morn is ſtill inceſſant rubb'd. 


Now on the table rang'd the glaſſes ſtand, 


And bottles amply fill'd with claret red, 

That boaſts the warmth of meliorating ſuns 
Intenſely glowing in the fouth of France. 

Nor is the Liſbon wanting, generous wine, 

The which from Tagus ſhore che ſailor bold, 
When ſummer-gales invite, advent'rous brings. 
The toaſt goes round, to every abſent friend 

Is fit libation pour'd in meaſure full. 

The hoſteſs drinks Honeſtus' infant race; 

He in his turn retoaſts fair K 's Lord, 

A youth whoſe roſy face red pimples deck; 

For drinking famous, and the game of whiſt; 
Whoſe wit, though excellent, is ſomewhat loud. 
They drink to all ; nor is the bard forgot, 

Who thus to lofty ſtrains ſtili-eunes his lyre, 
And deeply poring by a taper dim, 

While dying embers caſt a mournful gleam, 
And hollow wands, keep whiſtling through his room, 
Immers'd in ſtudy ruminating fits. . 

The ladies all Honeſtus now intreat, 

Renown'd for joyous ſong and jocund catch, 
To aid their mirth by muſic's lively ſound. 

He ſtraight obeys, his face dreſs'd up in ſmiles, 


Such as fair Luna wears, when round and tull 


From eaſtern ſkics ſhe darts her glories forth, 
Diſplaying to the fight the waving ſtream, 
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The verdant mountain, and the ſhatter'd rock. 
The four and twenty fiddlers now reſound 

O'er all the hall, while from the beating heart 
Spontaneous laughter ſhovs a joy ſincere. 
Behind the ſcreen the cook and footmen. ſtand,. 
Intently gazing on the jolly man ; 

Each bites his lip, unable to keep in 

The mighty mirth that agitates his frame. 
That done, the ladies to their tea withdraw, 
And leave to ſubtile politics the men. 
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An EPISTLE to a GENTLEMAN ON his 
being elected Member of Parliament. 


By the ſame. 


OW after many well-urg'd bribes, 
Much ſober ſenſe, and many gibes, 
Much meat, and much potation ſtrong, 
Much jocund pun and jolly ſong, 
ach promiſe that can never fail, 
Much rum in punch, much malt in ale, 
Much beef, much mutton; tart and pye, 
With many jokes reverſe of dry, 
And many a ſmack on lips affix'd, 
Where love with Nantz was intermix'd, 


The 
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The member you're return'd at laſt, 
And every fear of L——'s paſt. 
Oh force of reſolution bold! 


* Oh power of all-perſuaſive gold ! 


Oh art of eloquence divine! 

Oh caſh ! oh notes! oh ſtrength of wine! 
Apollo's laſt but greateſt fon ' 

Now condeſcends to be a dun ; 


4 The mighty genius 10 with me 
That of your franks you're very free. 


No doubt you've heard of him from fame, 
So if you pleaſe we H wave his name; 

His name, my friend, is known to all 
From high St Giles's to St Paul. 
Your fable ink pray never ſpare, 

And filch a pen from N 's brown hair; 
Let fair Eliſa furniſh paper, 

She'll do it for the poet taper: 

Then when the coffee ſtands a- ſettling, 
Juſt before Harry brings the kettle in, 
And while the tea is yet to make, 


{ Your grey- gooſe quill aſſiduous take; 


That anxious interval demands 

Relief from thought, ſo uſe your hands: 
Put ſhould the marmalade appear, 

And ſhould the coffee iſſue clear, 

That very inſtant pray give o'er, 

himſelf could write no more; 
Though ty'd w philoſophic rules, | 


His paſſions fteer by books and ſchools. 
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Think when you've granted me my boon, - 
What floods of verſe will murmur ſoon, 
What ſeas of ink will roar around, 

Swift beating on poetic ground ; 

Heroic rhymes ſhall float in loads, 

Whole ſhips of plays, and boats of odes ; 
New poems to your franks well fitted 

To D N ſhall be tranſmitted, 

Which quickly ſhall appear in print, 
Freſh ſtruck in Fancy's glowing mint ; 

Or copy'd out on paper clean, 

Shall grace the Scottiſh magazine ; 

Where when in epigram you ſtand, 

Loud peals of laughter ſhake the land. 
Soon new collections ſhall ariſe, 

New elegies implore your ſighs, 

New ballads ſtrive to make you ſmile, 
And haply ſome lone hour beguile. 

Oh ecſtaſy ! how ſweet I ſing! 

How rapid ſoar on burnifh'd wing! 
How loudly burſts the daring ſtrain, 

By critic hills return'd again, 

Where Echo ſits on rocky ſeats, 

And like a judge each line repeats! 

Ah ceaſe your own praiſe, here you cry: 
I've done, no egotiſt am I: 

Yet ſpite of all that mor'liſts fing, 
Self-flatt'ry's no unpleaſing thing ; 

And were it yours inſtead of mine, 

How much you'd hke the lengthen'd line. 
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Now let me crown my honeſt lays 
With yours and oratory's praiſe ; 
Recount how you with patriots fide, 
And how you ſtem corruption's tide ; 
How juſt you ſteer through thick and thin, 
Though by the eddy near ſuck'd in; 
And how the debt that galls the nation, 
Contributes much to your vexation. 
Methinks I hear you greatly cry, | 

(The warm tear ſtarting from your eye,) 
My countrymen, we muſt diſband, 

No longer let the army ſtand ; 

This load of taxes ſure will end us, 
Militia only can defend us. 

Thus you proceed, and ſwear we're loft; 
Quite, quite regardleſs of a poſt, 

Firm and unſhaken you remain, 
Uncurs'd with golden dreams of gain ; 
Until our gracious King at laſt 
Rewards you well for ſervice paſt ; 
Then Bit OPT up the louring day, 
The nation's in a charming way : 


1 Oh give not up the glorious War; 
'Y Let Britiſh thunder roll afar; 


Go quickly raiſe ten regiments more, 
And to Germania-waft them o 
Support the kingdom's martial name, 
For ſeven taxes here's a ſcheme. 


EPISTLE 


% A COLLECTION 
 SEPISTLE | from the OLD Cuarsr 
at K to a NEW ONE which 2 
"Gentleman brought there. | 


Þy the ame. 


L Ach thing about you is ſo neat, 

- Your outſide, inſide, ſo complete, 
Your wheels and paint ſo mighty fine, 
Your lining quite unlike to mine, 
Gilded and varniſh'd with ſuch art, 
Compar'd to you I'm but a cart; 
No doubt with pride you are infected, 
Take my advice, be that rejected; 
When you have heard my diſmal tale, 
Such ſentiments will ne'er prevail. 

I once was beautiful and new, 

And made as great a ſhow as you; 

My time in viſiting was ſpent, 

To ev'ry mortal's houſe I went; 

At my approach much blood was ſpill'd, 
Ducks, turkeys, hens, and geeſe were kill'd, 
While ev'ry heart was in a flutter, 

And ſtill the cook was heard to ſputter. 
Ah me, how neatly was I hung ! 

On ſprings of ſteel I-gently ſwung; 
Swift o'er the road I drove along, 


Eaſy with grace and lightly ftrong. 
The 
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The family could ſcarce agree, 


4 1 For all would ſtrive to ſit in me. 


Never was chaiſe ſo drove about; 

But now, alas! my date is out; 

I'm mighty crazy grown, and ſhatter'd; 
With dirt and horſe-dung all beſpatter'd ; 
My body, wheels, and ſhafts are broke, 
They ſcarce can ſtand the ſlighteſt ſhock ; 
My paintings gone, worn out my creſt; 

J ſoon ſhall be with them that reſt. 

Now * George ſurveys with wat'ry eyes, 
What once he did ſo dearly prize; 

And while of ale he takes a ſup, 

He ſwears that he muſt give me up. 
Farewell, remember my advice, 

You'll be what I am in a trice. 

I wiſh you health and many days, 

And am your ſervant K——= chaiſe. 


* The driver, 


Vor. * | D 
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The Lawyer's OvERTHROW; or the 
ApvocarTEr's FALL at the Leith Races. 


Being an excellent New Ballad, to the tune of 
Chewy C hace. 


By the fame. 


. 
OD proſper long our legs and arms, 
Our fingers, ears, and thumbs ; 
Keep all our body free from, harms, 
And oh preſerve our bums. | 
The gentle N at break of morn 
To Leith he bent his way ; | 
Chents ſhall rue that are unborn 
The racing of that day. 


II. 
For oh! his noble temper's four'd ; 
With wit his head is flurry'd; _ . 
With ſpleen the honeſt man's devour'd ; 
With quibbles he is worry'd : 

Now fifty females every day 
Are teaſing, and are joking ; 

They ſtare, they laugh, they pun away, 
And is not that provoking ? 
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; HI. 
His horſe was of the fiery kind, 
That laugh to ſcorn their riders; 
Slim was his make before, behind, 
And ſmall his legs like ſpiders. 
Tight were the boots that N 
His ſpurs they glitter'd fnely, 
His houfngs in the ſun they ſhone 
With radiant rays divinely, 


had on, 


8 
You'd think to fee this glorious N 
His generous ſteed beſtriding, 
That he in fact was not to learn 
The noble art of riding: 
For he with bold intrepid face 
Swift mounted like a dragon; 
He ſcem d already at the race, 
And ſo he jogg'd his nag on. 


V. 
All in the coach-horſe road he kept, 
Full peaceably he ambled, 
O'er hills and dales he never ſwept, 
O'er dykes he never ſcrambled. 
Much by the way he mus'd on ſuits ; | k 
To law he's not a ſtranger; | 
He thought as little as his boots 
His own ſuit was in danger. 


D. 2 VI. 
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The company his thoughts arrouſe, 


And well he mark'd'the odds; 
To Lords of Seſſion low he bows, 


To captains only nods : Z 
That day he look'd ſo wondrous ſpruce, - 
With colour pale and wan, | o 
That the dark fair, whoſe name is B, 7 
Turn'd envious of the man. we Hos tf 5 ü 
VII. | 13 ; 

What, cries the nymph, muſt I appear. {1-46 EPL 44 
With hue of a Mulatto! | a 6541 13 
While bold audacious N rides here 9 


Like a new-pilPd potatoe ! 
Ah ceaſe, ſweet maid, the mournful ſtrain, 
Vour tears and ſighs recall; 
You have not weep'd and rag'd in vain, 
His pride will have a fall. 


VIII. | 
Now mark the envious ſtroke of fate : 
His horſe unus'd to races, 
Parts off at a prodigious rate, 
And makes towards the chaiſes: 
Alas! unknowing what ta do 
In this fo ſad diſaſter, 
He pull'd, the ſweat pour'd off his m_ 
His horſe ſtill run the faſter. 
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| | © 

Ignoble dread poſſeſs'd him all, 
And ſtill he paler grew; | 

He fear'd ſo much he'd get a fall, 
That off himſelf he threw CW!“ 

But when the folks in K chauſo? 
Upon him ſet their eye, 

They nimbly trotted on their boys, | 
They roar, they ſhout, they cry. 


X. 
All in the dirt he woful lay, 
In ſand and waves he ſprawl'd, 
His milk-white coat was turn'd to gray, 
And piteouſly he bawl'd : _ 
But when again he catch'd his ſteed, 
And once more ſet his a—ſe on, 
So rapidly his ears did. bleed, 
He roar d out for a parſon. 


. 
Sore was he ſcratch'd, his cloaths were hs. 
How doleful were his cries.! | 
He look'd with grief like one forlorn, 
And tears were in his eyes. 

Oh C r! had you but ſeen his coat, 
And mark'd the rueful gap, | 
You'd thought that he'd with gun been ſhot; 

Or got with ſword a rap. 


D 3 XII. 
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Immers'd in grief he left the courſe, 


And ſullenly retir'd ; 
'Then caſt a look upon his horſe, 
That was by all admir'd ; $ 
For in this look were intermix'd 1 1 
Diſdain and conſcious pride, = 
That ſeem'd to ſay, with viſhge fred, 9 
And tell me, can't ride. | | 5 
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XIII. 
As he walks up the Canongate, 
He keeps a bridle-hand, | 
While females, Nelly, Jane, and Kate, 
Aſk how he ſells his ſand: 
Unmov'd amid the rabble's ſhout, | 
Sedate he keeps his way, 
Though from each window heads pop out, 
"008 roaring boys — 55 
3 AV, 
Next day his aunt ſhe ſent a card, 
"Twas dated C 's land, 
She begg d, that, if it could be ſpar'd, 
He'd ſend her down the ſand: 
She preach'd up patience to his lot, 
Said chambermaids were lubbers ; 
She could not well expect his coat, 
But *twould do well for rubbers. 
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Now, gentle readers, fare ye well,. 


Remember Mr N 5 
Who though he very foully fell, 
Yet ſtill he roſe up ſtern. 
Oh, if my ballad ye deſpiſe, i, . 
And don't approve my verſes, 
Clap it beneath your pigeon-pyes, 
Or with it wipe your a 5 a : 


In anſwer to the above. , 


By W- N——xE, Eſq; Advocat c- 


Our humour and jeſts, merry Andrew, we prais' d. 
We laugh'd when your ballad you read; 

"Twas your figure and manner our merriment rais'd, 
But the joke, now you print it, as fled. 


'Fhe 
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The CLOACINIAD. 
A' W 


- Zy the Hon. Mr A. E. 


„ ß ß FM TE 
| Riters, who uſher themſelves into the world with 
"en appearance of baſhfulneſs and modeſty, are ge- 
nerally well received; it implies a conſciouſneſs of defech, 
which the true critic is always pleaſed with, On the 
other hand, I have frequently remarked, that the public 
Ws are very apt to take an author's own account of his work 
=_ for truth; and, if he, in the preface, extols his book up 
1 ; to the ſhies, and gives ample information concerning the 
Superiority and excellence of the piece, moſt people, with 
great good-nature, believe all he ſays. What courſe ſhall 
4 fleer? Shall I, with all ſubmiſſion and humility, im- 
plore the compaſſion of my readers, for a young, a very 
young poet, who ſtri ves to pleaſe, though deſtitute of the f 
power ? Or ſhall I boldly tell them, that this is the moſt 
Spirited, lively, entertaining thing that has appeared 
-theſe fifty years; Truth, divine, radiant, heavenly 
Truth, which has always been my guide, ſhall now direct 
me. This therefore is to acquaint all my peruſers, that 
'F' the following poem is truly excellent and admirable ; -a '2 | 
1 vein of delicacy, unuſual in modern poetry, runs through 1 1 


the whole performance ; the harmony of the numbers, 3 | 
the 


3:9 
1 
an 
i 
ö 
7 
4 
AT 
1 
1 
Bt 
bl 


SAFES. 5 0 A os” 8 8 fl _ +», + , 
WE 2 eee ae K r 
n FAG 4 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 45 


'phe energetic force of the flyle, and the aptneſs and luſtre 


of the fimiles, are above all praiſe. I could fay more; - 
but flattery, even from my own pen, would certainly diſ- 
guſt me. T ſhall therefore only add, that the manuſcript 
has met with univerſal approbation from the beſt judges 
in Great Britain, Ireland, and the town of Berwick 
upon Tweed. It is already tranſlated into the Ruſſian 
and Norwegian languages; and a great claſſic ſcholar 
of my acquaintance i: rendering it into Welch and Iriſh. 
As fer the verſes at the end, they are quite myfteriqus ; 
hawwever, the penetrating politician will eaftly perceive, 


that they are a Hort ſevere ſatire upan Prince Ferdinand 
and 1he King of Pruſſia, 


Before I heave 5 I muſt dedicate my. gon to all _ 
people, who, as Swift ſays, 


Find great ſociety in ſtinking, 


In fact, a tink is a very ſociable thing; it delights in 4 
croud, and is always to be met there. Farewell, good 
reader: I hope that you and I, according to the phraſe * 
great fr takers, wwill be e by the noſe. | 
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HE dangers which the wretched mortal meets, 

Who. dares at ten to tread Edina's ſtreets, A 

The various ſtenches which aſſail his noſe, | = 
The ſhew'rs that 'bode deſtraction to his cloaths, 1 : 
The awful horrors of the gloamy time, vali 1 


Peculiar only to the Scotian clime, Z 
I ſtrire to ſing; if Croacixa deign, 3 
Jo ſmile ineffable upon the ſtrain, 3 
To ſwell her bard with wild poetic fits, 1 
As in aerial little houſe ſhe ſits, TN 1 
An ample box of pills in either hand, "2 
Her looks: faſt ix d upon her fav'rite land: 1 
If you, propitious power, aſſiſt my lays, AY 
Quick to your honour'd name a fane Þ1I raiſe, „ 
Where each returning morn, before your eyes, 2 
In heaps the incenſe.lov'd by you ſhall riſe ; 1 
The fragrant ſmoke ſhall climb the yielding air, B 
A ſcent delicious to each heav'nly fair. RB 
Fir'd with my theme, along the banks I've rov'd.. 1 
Of the North-loch, by Cleacina lov'd, A 


And nobly thirſting for an honeſt fame, 
Have drunk the more than Heliconian ſtream. 


E 
N . 9 20 . 


Genius of wirr, attend, and guide my pen, 
Begin deſeription. Hark! the clock ſtrikes ten. 
Now from a thouſand windows cat'racts flow, 


Which make a deluge in the ſtreets below: 


8 


. * yy N « J-4 
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How 


low quick the ſtreams along the pavement run, 
X Sad to behold,” and difficult to ſhun : 
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\ Hear, through the gloom, how loud the kennels roar, 


Like crouding billows: burſting on the ſhore. 


4 Vet tis not liquid all, for ſomething hard 
"XZ Of paints the only cov'ring of a bard. ' 
Zo when ſome raging river burſts its courſe, 
Whole woods it bears along with rapid fore; Z 
Navy, hapleſs labourers are torn away, 
And float towards the main on cocks of hay: 
Or, as when winter chills the northern lands, 


And numb'd with cold the icy trav*ler ſtands, 


The lucid ſnows that dance amid the gale, 


Are often mix d with rating ſhow'rs of hail. 


_ T0, change, a more than putrid ſmell e : 
Which with redoubled force your noſe aſcends, 


From the poor youth it comes, who, loſt to eaſe, 


& Bought in the harlot's lap a fell diſeaſe, 


F Who calls on Mercury to cure the ſcars, 
' 3 Which luckleſs he recew'd in Venus“ wars; 
Tien thouſand curſes he on Love beſtows, 


7 = And prays to Cloacina for a noſe. 


Now Cloacina quits the ſtarry ſkies; . 


10 fair Edina ſwift the goddeſs flies; 
= She darts along quick as pale Luna's ray, 


I While ſmella ambroſial ſcent the milky way; 
A roll of paper in her hand ſhe; bears, 
A 1amiog robe of yellow tinct ſue wears, 
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A crown of leeks adorns her lovely head, 

And ſtill a pleaſant balm ſhe loves to ſhed, 

Such balm as can from pow'rs celeſtial flow, 

Unlike what's ſhed by mortals here below ; 

High o'er the town ſhe hangs, andsbounteous 8 
Ten thouſand odours from her fragrant wings. | 4 
Where e'er her potent influence breathes around, 2 
Ten thouſand t—ds lie ſmoking on the ground. 3 
All, all to her the ready tribute pa, | Þ 


They feel the motion, and they ftraight obey : 3 
All, all acknowledge then her ſovereign rule, = 
While burſts from ev'ry bum the plenteous ſtool. 3 
z "Tis ſaid, ſagacious people may be found, | 9 


To tell who once the various ordure own'd, 
And from what bum it plump'd into the pot, 
Or cloſe- ſtool, like a chair by artiſt wrought. 
Although the Rudy's curious, I believe, 
Like phyſiognomy, *twill oft deceive. 


On the ſweet art we little can depend, F 
Where brown, and black, and yellow, cloſely blend. 8 
So when ſome cook a ſalmagundy makes, 1 
And fiſh and tear-compelling onion takes, 1 : 
Mix'd with ſuch ſkill the rich materials lie, 2 
None know the diff rence till they taſte and try: 9 ] 


Or when in fair Auguſta's crouded ſtreets, 

A boxing gentleman a porter meets, 

14 Blow follows blow, and, like engaging bulls, 
T2 16 They bore and batter with their heavy ſculls; *'. & | 
| When ſwift from each deſcends the ſanguine flood, 1 
Who knows the noble from the vulgar blood? 
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I charge ye, walking youths, whate'cr ye do, 
Beware the gilding of the blacken'd ſhoe ; ; 
But if, unheeding, you your footſteps preſs 
In what I dare not name, but ye may gueſs, 

As hell, the lady's drawing-room avoid; 

With that perfume the fair are often cloy'd : 

The ſnowy ſalts are call'd, and, with a ftroke, 
The room is clear'd of honeft harmleſs Shock. 
Alas ! whate'er philofophers may think, 

Poor dogs are often beat when mortals ſtink : 
Well with our venom'd nature paſſion ſuits, 

What cruelty alas is ſhewn to brates! =» 

To beaſts and birds each day deſtruction brings, 
Poor playful eats are hang'd in hempen ſtrings: 
See! pierc'd with ſharpeſt pins, unhappy flies 
Flap their light wings, and ftrive in vain to rife; 
Nay, cocks, immur'd for weeks in darkſome den, 


Fight till they die, ſpurr'd on by ſavage men. 


Now, he whom dire necefſity conſtrains 
To walk, at falling night, through narrow lanes, 
With cautious fear, and trembling ſtep proceeds, 
And, if he is a Pzpilt, counts his beads. 
Fall oft his voice repeats the known command, 
While the whole city echoes, Had your hand. 
But if a window opes, he dreads a ſhov“ r, 
He thinks he hears whole tubs around him pour; 
Keen palpitations ſeize him for his coat, 
Nor is his hat and neweft wig forgot. | 
So when great Love ſtalks ſlow in Hamlet's ghoſt, 
And ſeems more pamper'd from his helliſh roaſt; 


Vor II. E It. 
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He looks ſo jolly, and ſo wondrous pale, 
Terrific clad in canvas coat of mail, 

That the whole upper gall'ry's, ſeen to ſtart, 
Loſt in amazement with his magic art ; 

Before their eyes ſoul-chilling viſions ſwim, 
And witches ride the winds from Pittenweem “. 
Or when ſome faulcon of a noble ſize, 

Darts ſwiftly ſweeping down the azure ſkies, 
Rapaciouſly intent to bear away, 

In her ſtrong graſp ſome fearful trembling prey, 
Cloſe to the earth the feather'd nations cling, 
Nor truſt thg air, nor truſt the ſoaring wing. 


The gentle Florio long Miſella lov'd, 
And various ways his urgent paſſion prov'd : 
Did ſhe at rout, or church, or play appear, 
Strait in a moment Florio was there, 
He follow'd her ſo cloſe, both night and day, 
'That ſcarce the nymph to Cloacine conld pray. 
Not lonely ſhades to him who pines with grief, 
Nor muſtard to the man who dines on beef, 
Not peace to hoſtile nations drain'd with war, 
Nor to a modern pair the gilded car, 
Not to the blind the ſweet approach of light, 
Were half ſo pleaſant as Miſella's ſight. 
She ſtill his partner was at ev'ry ball, 
Nor could her perſon e'er with Florio pall: 
Nay, often like a man of ready rhyme, 
He thus deſcrib'd his fair in ſtrains ſublime; 


* A town on the caſt eoaſt of Fife, famous long ago for witches. 


£6 Soft 
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« Soft as ſhe moves, her airy veſture floats 
In full luxuriance to the mellow notes; 
« Whenc'er the nymph the ſoul of muſic wakes, 
A deep attention ev'ry hearer takes; 
The notes that wildly ſwell, and trembling die, 
« Lodge in the raptur'd air, and pant along the fry.” 
Well Florio knew that his delicious maid 
Lik'd muſic well, but moR the ſerenade. 
For this, one eve, he choſe a ſkilful band, 
And near Miſella's window took his ſtand. 
The inſtruments were cull'd with ſpecial care; 
Here breath'd a hautboy, and a bagpipe there; 
Two jovial ſiddles, one had loft a ſtring, 
And the town-crier was employ'd to ſing : 
But, firſt, the baſs emits a groan profound, 
With which the ſiddles mix their ſqueaking {ound : 
The water-muſic all your hearing craves, 4 
Which fails along the kennel's filver Waves. 
Then Florio rais'd his voice; but as he ſung, 
A tub's contents are on his body flung: 
Dire execrations tremble from his mouth, 
And daub'd with filth is feen the lovely youth. 
Ah! what avails his nicely-powder'd hair, 
Toupeed and paper'd for an hour by Vair ? 
From his fair locks the torrent flows in ſtreams, 
And like ſome riſing water- god he ſeems. 
The ſly Miſella is with laughter tore; 
She orders him to ſee her face no more. a 
Home by kis friends the wretched Florio's led; 
But, ſeiz'd with grief, he never left his ed: 

E 2 To 
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To his laſt hour he damn'd the drenching tub, 
And täll he ceas'd to breathe was forc'd to ſcrub. 


To ſhun the mournful horrors which impend 
O'er all our heads, and threaten to deſcend, 
I mean to teach. in precepts long unſung, 
Neglected by the bards who deal in dung. 
Too oft the poet's page with. battle glows, 
Or dull with dry morality o'erflows ; 
On monarchs oft he waſtes his heav'nly fire, 
And ſuits to grov'ling themes the god-like lyre. 
Ah! ſure ſuch follies muſt unheeded lie; 
They cannot with my ſerious labours vie. 


Truſt not the narrow lane of noxious ſmell, 
Dark as the entrance of a hermit's cell, 


Dark as the cloud that charg'd with lightping lours, 


Or heavy burſts with unremitting ſnow'rs ; 
But keep the centre of the ample ſtreet, | 
And wing, with fearful haſte, your flying feet. 
When Phoebus? ſon before his father lay, 

And begg'd to rule the bright machine of day, 
Thus Sol the headſtrong Phaeton advis'd, 

That if the chariot or his life he priz'd, 

That if he ſtrove to drive, with anxious care, 
His fiery cattle through the fields, of air, 

And if he ſought to ſwell the breath of fame, 
To keep the middle path, nor tempt th' extreme. 
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The early ſcavengers the city clean; 
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Ye ſparkling fair, when through the ſtreets ye bound, 

Let not your flowing garments trail the ground : 

Ah! do not ſoil the gaudy ſhining train, 

EZ Procur'd by falling tears, and paid with pain. 

ZT Theſe rules obſerve, and you may walk away, 

Though piſſpots threaten, and though tubs diſmay. 


Soon as the vivid dawn of day is ſeen, 


The tainted air is ſweeten'd and refin'd ; 
With ſafety walk the aged and the blind. 

Thus in the gloom of night, when rains deſcend, 
And adverſe winds o'er all the deep contend, 
Whene'er the ſun emerges from the waves, 
The boiſt'rous tempeſts ſeek their empty caves, 
Rains ceaſe to fall, ſoft breezes gently blow, 

The face of nature wears a chearful glow ; 
Enliv'ning luſtre ſhines through all the ſky, 

== Gleams on the ſea, and ſparkles in each eye. 


And now at length the glorious work is done, 
Which mult through crouds of Scotian critics run. 
Ye flowing, tender, ſentimental lines, 

May ye be quoted oft in magazines ; 

At laſt, when moths the page ſhall moulder down, 
And obſolete and old the verſe is grown, 

May ſome great bard reſume my uſeful toil, 
Refine my manly ſenſe, and modernize my ſtyle. 


Tx VERSES 
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VERSES on an AvrTnror's Firſt Play. 
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Swoln vanity informs the author's face; 
Still more erect and tall our poet walks, 
And like the bloody ghoſt of Banquo ſtalks; 
He views, with pride and rapture in his eyes, 
The ſcenes in ſweet abſurdity ariſe, 
The genuine heavineſs of ev'ry line, 
And longs to lay the piece at Dulneſs' ſhrine ; 
He ſeeks the temple of the Mighty Pow' r, 
The youth addreſs'd her in a lucky hour: 
For all that morn the eaſtern gale had blown, 8 5 
So dark the day that even owls had flown. | 


By the ſame. ; 
e finiſ'd, meaner plays give place, 3 


Upon a ma why plain the temple ſtood, 
And near it roſe of pine a gloomy wood. 
Here Dulneſs' ſubjects, wet with noxious dews, 
Were wont to rove, and court the ſlumb'ring muſe; 
Here Cibber, Shadwell, and great Blackmore ſtray' d, 
Their ſongs and epics ſounding through the ſhade: , 
Swift to this place all modern blockheads bend ; 
See elegiac Ee hither tend; 
Here H— his S— of A wrote, 
Immortal for a total want of thought. 


"Pi Through 
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Through the dark grove with eaſe our hero trod ; 
The trees in honour, as he paſles, nod; 
Conſcious of ſome ſuperior fool, they ſhak'd, 
And all the country to its centre quak'd ; 
Ihe duſky miſts with double blackneſs fly, 
A And glooms and vapours fail along the ſky. 


The hero thunders at the temple- gates, 


lle thunders loud, nor long for entrance waits; 


Bat ſlowly through the court the bard proceeds, 
For Sloth his footſteps to the goddels leads. 

He found th* immortal fair upon a bed, 

AS 's hiſt'ry open near her head; 

Near to her couch the Dutchman Ign'rance ſat, 
And prattling folly with a world of chat: 

Bull the Hibernian, and Humbug was there, 


2 ſilly dæmon with a lying air; 


And Pedantry profound of Scottiſh ſtem, 

With look demure, and magiſterial hem. 

The lofty walls were ſoil'd with bawdy lines; 
And here and there lay loads of magazines, 
With heaps of pamphlets wrote on peace and war, 
And labour'd pleadings recent from the bar. 

8 gaz'd at all with wonder in his face, 
And thus accoſts the goddeſs of the place. 
Great Deity, he cry'd, a piece I've brought, 
Devoid of fancy, elegance, and thought; 

A leaden coldneſs runs through ev'ry part; 
Know, Goddeſs, I diſdain to touch the heart; 


O'er 
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O'er the drear waſte no beauteous landſcape ſhines, 
Not one bright fancy in a thouſand lines. 

Of plagiaries S—— alone is he, 

Who plunders nonſenſe and ſtupidity ; 

I glean from ev*ry page that has been-writ 

The vile inſipid droſs, and not the wit; 

Oh then, with ſoften'd eyes, my offspring view, 


Ihe piece is worthy me, and ny you. 


He ceas'd, when lo the goddeſs, from her bed, 
The following ſpeech in loving accent made. 
Through my ſoft breaſt maternal fondneſs runs, 
When I behold the greateſt of my ſons. 
Know, then, the ſource of your poetic fire, 

A Grubftreet ballad-maker was your ſire ; 
But to be born in Scotia was your doom, 

As once I made a friendly trip to H—, 

Go proſper then, may each ſucceeding lay 
Be ſtill more ſtupid than your firſt- born play. 
Think not at writing well my poets ſtrive ; 
No, writing ill is all at which they drive: 
What Cibber, or what Shadwell was before, 


Thou, thou, my ſon, ſhalt be, and fomewhat more. 


Few are matur'd in dulneſs all at once, 

But you was born a moſt accompliſh'd dunce. 
Write boldly on, and learn that you ſhall come 
Late to the ſnuff-ſhop, later to the bum, 
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The PIGS, an EI E O, occaſioned by 


ſeeing two that were roaſting; 


ln imitation of the LARKS, an ELI O. 
= occaſianed by ſeeing two that were ſhot “. 


By the /ame. 


Ure more than barb'rous was the butcher's heart, 
Hard and unfeeling of a fow's ſad wo, 


Who cut your tender throats with impious art, 


And ſaw from two ſuch pigs the warm blood flow. 


While yet within his mother's womb he lay, 
On gibbet high his haplefs father hung; 
He robb'd the mail upon the King's highway, 
But catch'd, confeſgd it wich a fault'ring tongue. 


This butcher ne'er his alphabet could learn, 


Which coſt him many a ſob and trickling tear; 
With patient hand he ne'er his hoſe could dearn, 
But harmleſs larks he. would in pieces tear. 


Nor felt the charms of matrimonial love; 
For oft with cruel arm his v. ife he beat; 

With tender names, as darling, dear, and dove, - 
This gloomy wretch ne'er ſooth'd his ragged mate. 


See the firſt volume of this collection, ę. 69. 
Ih 
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In vain at his inhoſpitable ftall, 
With wagging tails, might curs a bone intreat ; 


The canine race for him might periſh all, 
And wand'ring ſhiver in the hungry ſtreet. 


In vain might you with fulleſt pots of ale, 
This fend inhuman, ardent, ſtrive to pleaſe ; 
In vain with tripe his ſtomach keen regale, 
© Or tempt him with the ſight of toaſted cheeſe. 


Humanity was from his boſom fled; ., 
'There nought but rage and hate could ever dwell, 
By whoſe dire hand theſe gentle creatures bled; 
And in a tide of gore unpitied fell. | 


No more enliven'd by the genial ſtink, 
In ſweet excurſions through Edina's ſtreet, 
Pleas'd ſhall you rove along the kennels brink, 
And with your ſqueaks and grunts muſicians greet. 


No fragrant dunghill e'er ſhall you invite, 

To conſummate the melting rites of love ; 
No youthful progeny ſhall you delight, 
No infant race of pigs your care ſhall prove. 


Yet ſhall you live, and all ſhall feel your wrong, 
If not in vain your roaft:rg I relate; 

Perhaps ſome greater bard may ſwell the ſong, 
And he who ſung the larks may fing your fate. 
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E PN . 3 
By the Jame. 


IR John is departed, my lady? s in fits, 
Poor Polly her maid is quite out of her wits, 
But knowing that water's oft us'd in this caſe, 
She pours ſome in her mouth, and ſhe ſprinkles her face. 
The fair one awakes, crying, Out wench unhandy ! 
Why water apply, when you knew there was brandy ? 


E r 4M 


By the ſame. 


Hear, the jealous huſband cries, 
A vain and tinſell'd race, 

All day ſurvey with ogling eyes 

My lovely Lucia's face. 
No, no, quoth Clodio, *tis a lie, 

She hates the glaring light; 
Fearing rude tongues might her belie, 

She ſees them in the night, 
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- * N ANN. 
By the Same. 
N vain each day with hideous clack - 
You wind for hours your noiſy jack; 


In ſpite of this ſly way of boaſting, 
We re all convinc'd there's nothing roaſting. 


F bb bbb 
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Ear Doctor, your wife in the parlour's a dying, 
And for your aſſiſtance is roaring and crying. 
Let her die, quoth the doctor, my faith I'll ne'er mar it, 
Pray never mind me, I'll ſlip up to the garret. 
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By the /ame. 


Nee Clodio's productions lay 
Within his hide-bound brains, 
But now in print they ſee the day, 
And glorious are his gains. 
| | Their 


or ORIGINAL POEMS, 61 


Their caſe, I think, is ſomewhat odd, 
It needs muſt make you laugh, 
For what's moſt whimſical, by G— » 

They're ſtill inclos'd in calf. 
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By the Same. 


IT Chloe to Phillis, That mortal your ſpouſe, 

I ſwear, every day that more wicked he grows ; 
The exceſs of his vice I am ſorry to tell; 

How ſhocking, my dear, ſhould the man go to hell! 
Thus Phillis reply'd, with a ſmile on her face, 

I may eaſily, ſure, keep him out of that place; 

You know to good wives there is ſuch a power given; 
For I never yet heard that a cuckold miſs'd heaven. 


To Lady M—y M. 


By Mr Lavcutan MacratRrsoN, 


T Mpartial Muſe, begin the ſong; 
Parnaſſus gives thee leave 
To quit his brow, to riſe more ſtrong, 


More honour to receive, | 
1 Vol II. | F While 
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While thy fair ſiſters ſtring the lyre 
For modiſh pride or dreſs, | 

Come thou, where Virtue blows thy fire, 
And yet requires it leſs, 


Didſt ever view ſuch blooming youth! 
Maria's boundleſs ſtore | 
Of matchleſs beauty! artleſs truth! 

Maria ſtill has more. 


Religion's awful courſe divine 
Inſpires her god - like taſte; 

Ambitious only there to ſhine, 
She ſtrives to hide the reſt, 


Her hand the lenient balſam takes, 
Prepares for the diftreſs'd; 

'The fick the happy trial makes, 
And grateful beats his breaſt, 


The ſmiling poor upon her land 
What joyous tears they ſhed ! 

While, fteward-like, with angel-hand, 
She deals them health and bread. 


Ye reptile little ſouls below, 
This radiant light purſue, 
Which heaven, in pity to your wo, 
Has here expos'd to view. 
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If ſprightly wit, and virtue join'd, 
Your imitation call ; 

If nameleſs charms with theſe combin'd, 
Here ſeek and find them all. 


Here all the ſportive Graces play, 
As round a meteor bright, 

Whoſe ſmile is univerſal day, 
Whoſe frown is gloomy night. 


Ye haughty fair, ye careleſs, blind, 
To you this light is giv'n, | 

To mend the errors of your mind, 
And pilot you to heav'n. 


4 rierte 


To Lady Mx n. 
1 


Hou fruit of the immortal Muſe 
Thy ſhade, thy tuneful aid infuſe ;; 
A theme ſo heav'nly fair 

Demands thy utmoſt ſtrength and fire; 

Apollo's gift, that ſacred lyre | 

The gods would deign to hear. 


That Lyra (now an orb on high) 
Oft mov'd the ſeeds of earth and ſcy, 
In ſportive mirth around ; 
| F 2 When 
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When Orpheus touch'd the trembling ſtring, | 
Ev'n lifeleſs objects form'd the ring, 
And beat the Ws" — 


HBleſs'd ſhade ! inſole th? PE rous ſwain, 
No low-born ſubject tempts my ſtrain, 
To fill the vocal wood, 
No reptile rais'd to high degree, 
Nor phantom Venus from the ſea, 
Tis real fleſh and blood. 


No fabled Cytherea here, 
No Cyprian beauty inſincere, 
By lawleſs pleaſure led; 
No luſtful goddeſs of deſire, 
To raviſh fam'd Eneas' fire, 
Or ſtain her Vulcan's bed. 


No: — here a real goddeſs charms ! 
And ſpotleſs fills Eneas' arms, 
And ſoftens all his care ! 
Here virtue, wit, and beauty join, 
Here all with force united ſhine 
That paint the heavenly fair! 


*T'was lately, by command from Jove, 
The heav'nly hoſt conven'd above, 
In ſolemn council join'd, 
When he, inthron'd above the whole, 
Prepares to eaſe his pregnant ſoul, 
And ſpeak his mighty mind. 


As 


As firſt the awful Thund'rer ſpoke, 
Earth, air, and ſea tremendous ſhook ! 
All nature feels his nod ! 
When now he ſtills the pond'rous ball, 
Attentive filence hangs o'er all, 
And thus the ruling god : 


«© Immortal denizens of air, 
My fix'd reſolve in council hear; 
Why ſhould not gods have grace ? 
Our Cyprian Venus, true, is fair, 
But ſtill (as virtue's not her care) 
The ſcandal of our race. 


How ſhe has proſtitute her charms, 
Anchiſes, and the god of arms, 
The horrid freedoms prove: 
Now hear, in council, my decree, 
Nor ever more ſhall Venus be 
The ſmiling queen of love. 


In Scotia, near Moravia's ſhore, 
And Neſſia's foot, appears a tower, 
Whoſe chalky height commands 
Sweet proſpetts ! here a wood-girt- lake, 
There ſpacious plains, whoſe flowers bedeck 
The mild neas' lands. 


fEneas, more than acre bleſs'd, 
Good in himſelf, by him poſſeſs'd 
The love-inſpiring queen, 
F 3 
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* 


| Whom: 
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Whom I ordain for Venus? chair, 
More virtuous far, and far more fair, 
* ample t towers contain. 


There center youth, and wit, 400 Fry 
There all that gods and men admire; 
Ve heavenly hoſt approve 
My will, my law, my fix'd ds 
Now Anna ſhall for ever be 
The — 265252 ereeath h 


Juſt approbation rings on high! 
Loud acclamation fills the-ſky, - 
And ſounds from ſhore to ſhore ! 
When umpire Jove his mind difplay'd, 
All ruſh to ſeal tie ſacred deed : 
The gods could de no more. 


---. 
To a Clergyman and his Spouſe. 


n 


Saying goes round, 
That ſeldom are found 
United in any one place, 
Thoſe ornaments whole 
Of body and ſoul, 
Moſt exquiſite. beauty and grace. 
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The proverb is wrong, 
I prove it in ſong. 
A thouſand exceptions I know ; 
But the foremoſt is rare, 
Our prieſt and his fair 
Are a ſaint and an angel below! 


His piety warms ! 
She kills with her charms ! 
Her eye is a keen-piercing dart ! 
Both uſing their ſkill, 
I'm ſure it would fill 
With love and devotion each. . 


Religion alone 
Makes heaven our own, 
And G——e with grace is endow'd ; 
Yet prizing that grace | 
Before Ch——'$; face 
| Is rather too pious and good. 
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An Evenine Warn in the Abbey Church 
of HoLyRooDHoVSE. 


Ey J. B. E: | 


Now let imagination form a time, | 
When creeping murmur, and the poring darks 
Fills the wide veel of the unwverſe. 

SHAKESPE AR. 


| 8 is the preſent time; now ſober eve 
Has drawn her ſable curtain o'er the earth, 

And huſh'd the buſy world to ſoft repoſe. 

Come then, my ſoul, compoſe each faculty, 

And bid thy reſtleſs paſſions be at peace; 

Here's room for ſacred, ſolemn meditation; 
Pleaſing employment of the ſerious mind ! 

Ah! what a melancholy change is here! 

This chapel, where our ancient Seottiſh kings, 

With awful pomp, and dread ſolemnity, 

Have worſhipp'd the Moſt High, muſt now become 
A ſacrifice to deſolating Time 
'This venerable roof, which oft has rung 
With the Almighty's praiſe, muſt fall a prey 
To the rude winds! 

Lo! in that gloomy vault, in yonder corner, 
Our Caledonian monarchs are entomb'd, 
And (dreary ſpectacle of human wo!) 
Unheeded lie! —ſave when the penfive age 

Deep 
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Deep moralizes on th' uncertain fate 

Of human grandeur ;— melancholy thought! 
That the remains of monarchs once renown'd, 
Whom once our fam'd progenitors obey'd, 
Should now become the gaze of fools, who view 
Their precious reliques with an idiot grin! 
And ſhall theſe ſacred walls, this hallow'd fane, 
Majeſtic ev'n in ruin! ſhall it fall? 

Neglected fall, through ſhameful indolence ? 
Bane of our land ! upbraid, ye royal ſhades, 
Who, pale and wan, with ſolemn ſteps and flow, 
Traverſe theſe mournful, unfrequented iſles, 

And nightly walk your ſolitary rounds !. 

Upbraid a ſhameful, a degenerate race ; 

A race, that, funk in luxury, permits 

Theſe the remains, where once their glory grew, 
Through vile negle&, to moulder into duft. 


* 
I 


Are Scotia's ſons, then, ſo forgetful grown ? 
And is there none with ſacred pity mov'd, 
| To ſee this holy edifice laid waſte ? 
Ves, there's a man, —my heart warms at the name, 
* Cocyuran! whoſe ſoul with gen'rous ardour fir d, 
Reſcu'd from ruin this illuftrious pile. 
For him my tender muſe would fain attempt 
To raiſe her humble ſong ; fain would ſhe try 
| With ſuch a theme t' enrich her feeble lays : 


* The Earl of Donbonak p, who obtained an vafer fem the 
Barons of Exchequer to have it repaired, N 


But 
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But 'tis enough; his fame needs no ſuch aid; 
His reputation never ſhall decay, 
But in each Scottiſn breaſt inſcrib'd ſhall live. 


En 


Riſk Nell, t'other day, (not ſaſpecting a crime), 
Was telling ſhe lately had coupled a rhyme ; 
A right rev'rend parſon, who chanc'd to be there, 
Compoſing his face with a ſerious air, 
Declar'd it had been his opinion ſampridem, 
That poeteſs and lighthead were unum et idem. 
I agree with you, Doctor, entirely, fays Nell, 
For a heavy head never can write verſes well ; 
Yet ſpare your ſage maxims, for ſurely tis true, 
Cork becomes us much better than lead becomes you. 


To 
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To the Coun TESS of Galloway, 
on the Death of her Son the Honourable 
GEORGE STEWART, Eſq; killed at 


Ticonderoga. 
By the Same. 


Hilſt hapleſs Caledonia, bath'd in tears, 
Mourns o'er her gen'rous ſons, who bravely 
fought, 
And at Ticonderoga breath'd their laſt; 
Amid the gen'ral ſorrow might the Muſe, 
Might ſhe preſume to court-the tender ear 
Of GaLLowaY, who on that fatal day, 
By war's dread jav'lin, loſt her blooming ſon ; 
Might ſhe attempt, with melancholy ftrains, 
Io ſcoth the anguiſh of her troubled breaſt, . 
And echoing ſoft the univerſal voice, 
= Say that he glorious died in honour's bed: 
Enough; - for ſee! meek Patience, dove-ey'd maid, 
Divinely radiant ! pours the lenient balm | 
Of conſolation o'er her bleeding heart, 
And heav*n-born Piety ſupports her ſoul. 


O may the bright example lead the great 
To tread her golden footſteps, when they ſee 
That a good heart, by bleſs'd Religion warm 'S 
Ev'n in adverſity can ſmile ſerene, 


4 


ODE 
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ODE on the Death of Marſhal K 17x 
By the ſame. 


; 
FElpomene, divine, Saturnian maid ! 
Propitious to my ounaders lend thine 17 3 
My boſom' fire : 
O! while I raiſe the plaintive 8 
Deſcend from the celeſtial throng, 
And guide the lyre. 


Me Caledonia whiſper'd in a dream, 
Her eyed o'erflowing with a copious ſtream 
Of heart-felt tears, 
Great K HIT H is fall'n, his country's boaſt! 
Hung'ry's as well as Pruflia's hoſt | 
His name reveres. 


III. 
O'er the wide ſea, on Fancy's pinions born, 
Behold the hapleſs, unſucceſsful morn, 
With conſcious pride ; 
See! ſee! how on that fatal day, 
Intrepid, and without diſmay, - 
He * *! ! 


iſ 
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| IV. | 
Let dire Bellona ſound the hero's praiſe, 
And crown his temples with immortal bays, 
Won by the ſword : 
For though it was his fate to fall, 
Yet Pruſſia's glorious annals ſhall 
His name record. 


N. 
Be thine the ſofter taſk, my ſon, ſhe ſaid, 
Now that his body in the duſt is laid, 
His death to mourn, 
With grief's ſad, undiſguiſed face; 
And with ſepulchral honours grace 
His ſacred urn. 


: VI. FE, 
O could my humble verſes ought avail, 
I'd ever ſing the melancholy tale — 
With weeping eyes: : 
But ſtay, my muſe, thy grief is vain, 
Great KeiTh ſhall ſtill immortal reign 
Above the ſkies. 


von 11. 8 EPIGRAM 


mm ACOLLECTION 


EPIGRAM on hearing that Mr Tazo- 
PHILUS CIBBER, Comedian, was drowned 
in his paſſage to Ireland. 


To a FRIEND. 
By the ſame. 


2 Was hard indeed, *twas wondrous hard, 
When but one ſhip was loft, 
Unnumber'd ſouls ſhould be o'erwhelm'd 
On Caledonia's coaſt. 


Now, that this epigram, good Sir, 
> You may not nonſenſe call, 
Pray think that CI n BER was mankind, 


T epitome of all. | 
On the Conteſt between the Aurhox of in 
Eſtimate. of the Manners and Principles 
| of the Times, and the WRITERS in op- 
| poſition to him. 
1 | A 1 M14 X. 
i 1 | By the ſame. 


Sic parwis componere magna ſolebam. V1RG. 


O, when a tender ſtripling, have I ſeen 


Vpon Shrove-T ueſday, when the ſchoolboys ſtand 
Tumultous 
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Tumultous round, exulting to behold 
Minerva's birds engage, a dunghill-cock 
Match'd with a gallant fowl of gen'rous breed : 
Though, by the potent weapons of his foe, 
The puſillanimous and abject thing 

Is ſoon beat off; yet, by I know not what 

Of baſtard courage warm'd, he claps his wings, 
And, each joint quaking like an aſpen leaf, 

He aims a blow, and then—takes to his heels ; 
Whilſt the by-ſtanders all, indignant; raiſe 

One univerſal hiſs... ... + 


OO EEE EET EEE TEE EET TS 


On hearing that Mr DiocEs and Mrs Warp: 
were loſt in the Iriſh ſeas. 


A FANTASTICAL ESSAY. 
By the ſame. 


ne thou behold, my ſoul, with wild "EW" "1 
The foaming ſurges round the veſlel riſe ? - 
Do I the real ſcene of horror view ? 

Or does diſtemper'd fancy paint it true? 

Methinks I hear th' affrighted ſailors ſhriek, 

While faſt the ſea upſprings through every leak, 


But chief for Digges and Ward the nuſe would raiſe, 
Wich conſcious grief, the melancholy lays ; 


G-2 | Oft 
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Oſt has ſhe, by their aid, felt with new fire, 
The zoble thoughts which Shakeſpear's lines inſpire. 


Angels and miniſters ! Prince Hamlet cries, 
While poor Monimia, faint, with ſtreaming eyes, 
To her Caſtalio for protection flies. 

Caſtalio! can we hope for nought but death? 

Yet will I loye thee with my lateſt breath. 

My ſon! my fon! the tender dame exclaims, 

_ Whoſe ſwelling boſom Home's bright fire inflames.. 


Again, the nobly-frantic Zanga raves, 
I like this rolling of the boiſt'rous waves. 
Jane Shore moſt wretched, trembling, pity craves. 


Oſmyn each impious thought with caution checks, 
Who ſhall eternal juſtice dare to tax ? | 


Othello ſays, Haſt thou yet pray'd, my love? 
When, lo! the raging billows from above, 
The ſhip with unrelenting fary daſh, 
Whoſe ſhatter'd. fragments part with hideous craſh. 
Sweet Belvidera ſwoans in Jaffier's arms, 
At once are ſunk his genius and her charms, 
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On hearing that the Report was falſe. 
By the ſame. 


Hanks be to heaven, the mournful tale is vain, 
Muſe; lift thy voice, and touch a happier ftrain ; / 

For Digges and Ward, the darlings of the age, 

Shall yet with native luſtre grace the ſtage. 

Ev'n Ocean's ſelf rejoices when he hears 

The lucky diſappommtment of their fears. 

If muſic's art can ſavage force reftrain, 
More pow'rful eloquence can calm the main. 


Such fab'lous lays as theſe might well belong 
To ancient Heathen bards and Heathen ſong ;- 
But may their hearts ſtill warmly grateful be - 

To the almighty Ruler of the ſea. - 


000000900099999998000000000080 
An EPISTLE to Mr Dices. 
By the ſame. 


Pollo's ſelf might well inſpire 
The fav'rite bard, whoſe tuneful lyre, 
In numbers equa! to the theme, 
Would try to celebrate thy name; 
And he of Helicon's pure ſpring 


Should * drink, who means to ſing #120363 2 
0-4 Of 
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Of one, who with ſach ſplendor ſhines, 
That, otherwiſe admired lines, 


Are (like productions of a Bayes) 
But ſlightly read with little praiſe, 


Such, Sir, we've ſeen *, —yet, O forgive. 
A muſe that ſcraeely hopes to live, 
Whoſe infant ſteps can hardly creep 
/ Up high Parnaſſus' dang' rous ſteep; 
Forgive, if ſhe with ardour warm'd, 
Though by juſt diffidence alarm'd, 
Preſume to raiſe her trembling ſong, 
And, joyful, ſay, with gladfome tongue, 
What my affection greatly loves, | 
And what Truth with a ſmile approves... 


I would not in theſe artleſs lays 
Again rehearſe my Digges's praiſe ; 
An abler pen by far than mine 
Has happy touch'd the rich deſign, 
Whoſe verſes elegantly flow, | 
And with poetic beauties glow ; *,. 
While each deſcription paints a ſcene- 
That Scotia will confeſs has beer. 


My humbler unambitious taſk, 
Which will not reputation aſk, 


This alludes to ſome verſes which appeared in the Caledonian 
Mercury, celebrating Mr Digges in a variety of characters. | 


” Is 


Is only to approach thine ear, 

And in mild accents make thee hear, 

That all with zeal to aid thee burn, 

And wiſh inceſſant thy return. | i 


Chiefly dear Caledonia's fair, 
Who, with a ſoft inchanting care, 
Shall o'er our theatre preſide, 


And kind applaud thy noble pride. 


Come then, delight our wond'ring eyes, 
Come, and illume our northern ſkies, 
Come, pleaſe an ever-grateful age, 

And yet reſtore our ſinking ſtage. 


een 


E FCC rͤKRK̃ͤũ “ͤ MM; 
Zy the ſame. 


N ox and aſs together yok'd, 
1 Of old the Jewiſh nation ſhock'd d; 
But Britain, ſtill more ftrange ! can ſhow. 
An ox and angel in one plow, . 
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To a FRIEND, with the preſent of a Book. 


Ay the ſame. 


Riendſhip, I've always thought, reſembles love; 
As both deſcended from the realms above, © 
To bleſs mankind with happineſs ſupreme, 

And make this world a ſecond Eden ſeem. . 


Pleas'd with the ſoft fimilitude; I ſend 
This book a preſent to my worthy friend; 


Which, like a lady's to her humble ſlave, 
Is valu'd only for the hand that gave. 


EPIGRAM to a young LAP », on 


being favoured with a Sight of her 
Drawings. 
By the ſame. 


N vain, lovely creature] you ſhow me your art 
A In painting with delicate taſte ; _ 
The picture already you've form'd in my heart, - 
Makes others ſeem trifling at beſt, 
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To Miſs KITT C. 


By the /ame. 


ITTY, think, though every grace 
Sparkles in thy charming face, 

Though thy fine complexion ſhows 
Lilies blending with the roſe, 
Though thy features gaily ſhine, 
Though thy form's almoſt divine ; 
Yet ſhouldſt thou, (which kind heav'n avert) 
With an unrelenting heart, 
Cloth'd with cruel killing airs, 
Laugh at all thy lovers prayers, 
Kitty, now ſo mild, ſo good, 
Should become an arrant prude, 
Peeviſh as three ſcore and ten, 
Scorn of virgins, jeſt of men. 


Think not, fair one, that your ſlave. 
Vainly means in verſe to rave; 
Friendſhip only bids, me ſay, 

Love and beauty have their day. 


r . 
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To the AuTHOR of the foregoing Verſes, 


By the ſame. 


Appy bard, who without fear 


; Durſt approach ſweet Kitty's ear; 5 


; Gaily indolent couldit ſay, 
% Love and beauty have their day.” 


Though I've ſtudied to obtain 
Freedom from vile envy's pain, 
Yet it riſes in my breaſt, 

When I think that thour't fo bleſt, 
As to talk to her — with eaſe 
Gentle as ſoft veſper's breeze,. 
Yet alas indeed ſo fair | 

As to load my heart with care; 
Whilſt I, love-ſick, wander o'er. 
Scenes I jovial trod before. 


But if (as I ſuſpect) tis true, 


Fond, diſſembling ſwain, that you, 


Under friendſhip's ſober name, 
Slily hide an am'rous flame, 
Envy flies, and I, poor elf, 


Pity one wretched like myſelf. 


EPIGRAM. 
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I AM 
By the ſame. 


Ack Bluſter, a comical jolly old boy, 
Who oft would his jokes on the clergy employ, 
Once meeting with Sly a levitical wit, 
Whoſe humour was ſterling, whoſe ſatire ſtill hit ; 
Thus addreſs'd him, High Prieſt! your opinion 1 
crave, | 

The caſe is as follows ; I carefully have 
Freſh water in pipes to the Poor's-houſe convey'd ; 
A curſed good action, by all *tis agreed: 
Sure then I may ſafely through purgat'ry tread, 
Without ever ſinging a hair of my head.” 


„Well ſaid, (quoth the Doctor), OR. if I'm not 
wrong, - | 
Your pipes I'd adviſe you to carry along.“ 
CCC ee ere te tee ortho he te he 


By the ſame. 


Hard-hearted wretch thys derided his wife, 


Who in mis'ry exclaim'd ſhe was weary of life: 
| « What 


oo 
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« What a plague makes you bawl fo? for pain I feel 
none, | | | 

And you know well that my fleſh and yours are but 
one,” 5 5 


0 „ . 889 L 8 
S 0 . 
| B 7 ue Jame. 


OL tell me, dear Tom, like a faint-hearted toad, 
You're ſurpris'd I'm ſo chearful when going 
abroad ; 
That, for your part, you'd have, if you were in my caſe, 
A compos'd penſive mind, and a grave ferious face. 
Derry down, c. 


No doubt, you're a gentleman prudent and cool, 
And I can't deny but Pve oft play'd the fool ; 
Yet here I maintain that my ſyſtem's the beſt ; 
For  phiz of ſolemnity, Sir, I deteſt. | 


I'm always fo jocular, happen what will, 
I ſcarce ſeem to know what is good from what's ill: 
Yet now you imagine I ſhould be ſedate, 

Since I'm wholly uncertain what may be my fate. 


But why ſhould anxiety vex us, my friend ? 
What the devil care I how the ſiſters intend : 
If I'm knock'd o' the head, to new regions I'll go, 


And be as merry there as I've been here below. 
| | VERSES 


SEE 2 a 2k Re If 


8 
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VERSES on Lord WarkworTh's go- 
ing a Volunteer to Germany, 1760. 


Zy the ſame. 


Hile Britain, to ſubdue the pride of France, 
Bids her bold army to the field advance, 

The generous Piercy and his noble ſpouſe, 
Th' illuſtrious heads of an illuſtrious houſe ! 
Are pleas'd to think their darling ſon ſhould go. 
On diftant plains to meet th' inſulting foe : 
Decent affection makes em ſhed a tear, 
At parting ; out of fondneſs, not of fear. 


Old Albion rears her venerable head, 


| Joyous to ſee from her bleſs'd clime not fled 


The genius brave of the Northumbrian line, 
Whoſe warlike deeds in her bright annals ſhine. 


Like gallant Hotſpur, England's grief and pride | 
In whoſe warm blood young Harry's ſword was dy'd, 
Warkworth, undaunted, *midf th'embattel'd hoſt, 


| At Waldegrave's fide, ſuſtains the dangerous poſt ; 


Rides here and there upon his mett!'d horſe, 

And fires the troops to charge with double ſorce 
While martial muſic rends Germania's ſy, 

And, ſcarce engag'd, the Gallic legions fly. 


Vor. II. N oO! 
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O! if propitious heav'n prolong his days, 
What numbers ſhall record the hero's praiſe? 
So rich a bloſſom makes us hope to ſee 
Profuſe the golden honours of the tree. 


For me, who ſoftly woo the ſacred Nine, 
And kneel, devoted, at Apollo's ſhrine, 
May I his virtue ever preſent find | 

To rouſe each ſpark of courage in my mind: 
That if high fate ſhall call me forth to wield 
The ſteely weapon in the tented field, 

JI may th' applauſe of my dear country gain, 
Glorious reward of danger, toil, and pain. 
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EPITAPH on the Rev. Mr JohN Camr- 
BELL, Miniſter at Rickarton. 


By the ſame. 


N quiet peaceful filence here repoſe 
The bones of one who never could have foes : 
For, in a line his character to draw, 
Nathaniel once again on earth we ſaw. 
Philoſophy, fair daughter of the light, 
And mild Religion, in his foul ſhone bright. 


From bigot zeal, and narrow notions, free, 
Such as did not with him exactly ſee 
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He would not damn, nor ſons of darkneſs call, 
But had a Chriſhan charity for all. 


Yet, of a decent confidence poſſeſt, 
Like Tully, hop'd his ſyſtem was the beſt ; 
And, with Dan Pope, the idol of his heart, 
Reſolv'd, at leaſt, to act a worthy part. 


His native ſpot he kept; aſpir'd no higher; 
To learning wedded, to his flock a fire : 
A faithful paſtor o'er a loving charge, 
He gently ſail'd through life in a ſafe barge ; 
And, leaving us his abſence to bemoan, 
Without a ſtruggle, ſought the world unknown. 


O ye who read this little tribute, paid | 
By him whoſe friend in this plain tomb is laid; 
Whoſe eyes for ever would o'erflow with grief, 
Did not eternity bring kind relief; 

Suſpend your vain purſuits, your tranſient joy, 
In ſerious thought a while yourſelves employ ; 
Remember that the minutes quickly fly, 

And that the time will come when you muſt dic. 


H 2 CURRANT- 
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CURRAWTPTELEY. 


- pO M. 
By the ſame. 


Inerva, queen of Science and of Art, 
A little knowledge graciouſly impart. 

Thy kind inſtruction is my only hope, 
Superior far to metaphor or trope, 
Whoſe ornamental beauty now would fail, 
When I attempt no ſlight fantaſtic tale ; 
No motley ſyllabub, with frothy head, 
No poſſet, ſacred to the night we wed ; 


No vain whipp'd cream, which foplings ne'er refuſe, 


But currant-jelly, fav'rite of the muſe. 


O more than viand ! more than angels? food! 


O ſolace ſweet ! ſuperlatively good! 


O dear deſſert of each poetic elf 
To E n grateful, grateful to myſelf, 
Oft. would my eyes. forſake the faireſt laſs, 


To view thee ſparkling through the cryſtal glaſs : 


Oft have I ſighted all the charms of Miſs, 
Thy gloſſy boſom with delight to kiſs. 
Pheebus can tell — Phœbus the god of wit, 
That I to decency would ſcarce ſubmit ; _ 

But cven in company ſedate, demure, 

(Which for my ſpirit one ſhould think a cure), 


Long 
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Long ere the cups were fill'd, I'd eager riſe, 
(The love of jelly flaming in my eyes), 

A ſlice of niceſt cut, and ſpoon, would ſeize, 
And, with my uſual much- becoming eaſe, 
Would the ambroſia plentifully ſpread . 

In mode genteel upon the wheaten bread. 


O what a rapture did my palate feel! 
How didſt thou, jelly, delicately ſteal, 
With pleaſing power, through all my thrilling frame, 
And make me vow to conſecrate thy name? 


So ſung J muſeful on an afternoon, 
Return'd from the inchanting Miſs C 
Return'd from mirth and lively repartee, 

From currant-jelly, toaſted bread, and tea; 

When, on a ſudden, Pallas roſe to vie; 

I think her hat was white, her gown was blue; 
Perhaps I did miſtake, or have forgot; 

Be this or true or falſe, it matters not. 

Genius! (ſhe cry'd), methinks your fooliſh pray'r 
| Seeks to uſurp the province of the fair ;. 

Of currant jelly you for knowledge aſk, 

I fancy, to perform the maker's taſk. 

You think, forſooth, I ſhould your mind inſpize 

| With the great ſcience of a proper fire, 

With the beſt method berries how to chuſe, 

| How beſt to pick em, how ſqueeze out their juice; 
In what proportion ſugar to apply, | 
How keep it nor too moiſt nor over dry. 
" be H 3 $ Suclr 
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uch mighty matters ſcel; not to explore, 
Nor ſtrive beyond your deſlin'd tract to ſoar, 
If Wiſdem's deity you ought revere, 

Her wiſeſt maxim with attention hear. 
Whate'er you can, with freedom's taſte enjoy, 
Nor how *twas made a curious ſearch employ. 
Dances for this oft kght a combat tough ; 

If it exiſts, be that to you enough. 

This ſage advice, which, from my heart, I give, 
Do you remember, as you now receive. 
Whene'er you can with currant-jelly meet, 
To boil is not your Euſineſs, but to eat. 


Dee 
„ 5 6 N 8. 
To the Tune of Old Sir Symor, Bc. 
By the ſame. 
B „of SoayrRs * the king, 
On Tueſdays, at Tom's + does appear; 


And when he does talk, or does ſing, 
To him ne'er a one can come near. 


* Who has not heard of Every man ſoap bis cwun beard —— 
the reigning phraſe for Every man in his humour? Upon this 
foundation, B —— inflituted a jovial fociety, called the Soar- 
ING CTs. 


1 A celebrated tavern, 


For 
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For he talks with ſuch eaſe and ſuch grace, 
That all charm'd to attention we fit, | 
And ke ſings with fo comic a face, 
That our fides are juſt ready to ſplit. 


B—— is modeſt enough, 
Himſelf not quite Phoebus he thinks; 
He never does flouriſh with ſnuff, 
And hock is the liquor he drinks. 
And he owns that Ned C——=t, the prieſt, 
May to ſomething of kumour pretend, 
And he ſwears that he is not in jeſt, 
When he calls this ſame C t his friend. 


B. — is pleaſant and gay, 
For frolic by nature deſign'd, 
He heedleſsly rattles away, 
When the company is to his mind. 
This maxim he ſays you may ſee, 
We can never have corn without chaff; 
So not a bent ſixpence cares he, 
Whether ww him or ar him you laugh. 


does women adore, 
And never once means to deceive ; 
He's in love with, at leaſt, half a ſcore: 
If they're ſerious, he ſmiles in his ſleeve. 
He has all the bright fancy of youth, 
With the judgment of forty and five: 
In ſhort, to declare the plain truth, 
There is no better fellow alive. 


B 


Ad 
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An FPI S TL E from a Loxpon Boer 
to his Friend. 


By a GENTLEMAN of SCOTLAND. 


Hen laſt, dear Dick, we jovial met 
At“ Wildman's ſherry choice well ſet, 

The hearty dog himſelf was gone, 

And you and I were left alone, 

Deep in a ſentimental mood, 

You talk'd, fore gad, like * prude.. 


A trifling odds I grant there was, 

Aſk Madam Nature for the cauſe : 
The diff'rence was, as head and tail, 
You rail'd at woman, they at male. 

IJ with my hand preſs'd to my chin, 
And (who could help it?) bluiſh grin, 
Star'd in your face like witch of Endor, 
And, quite aftoniſh'd, kick'd the fender: 
As the glaſs briſkly went about, 
Small penetration ſoon found out, 
Why you, whoſe conſtant wiſh and care 
Was only how to pleaſe the fair, 
Who us'd to rave morn, noon, and night, 
Of luſcious lips, and eyes ſo bright, 


* Mine hoſt of the Bedford-Head. | 
8 N Profeſs'd 
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Profeſs'd yourſelf their willing ſlave, 
Till death ſhould call you to the grave ;— 
Why you ſhould in a throw of dice, 
Become as cold as Lapland ice; 


With Cynic brow and Stoic ſoul, 


And maſtiff-like, rough, ſurly growl, 
Should heav'n's moſt beauteous offspring curſe, 
Call them damn'd jades, and names yet worſe, 


It ſeems, laſt winter's ſad campaign, 


= While on the Dymel crouds were ſlain ; 


While rag'd the continental wars, 

And many jolly Britiſh tars, 

By bullets, or by fell diſeaſe, 

Juſt as harſh Captain Death did pleaſe, 
Were torn from jeſt and chearful tiff, 
And preſs'd aboard old Charon's ſkiff; 


| It ſeems that you one fatal night, 
| By Cytherea urg'd to fight 


With an inſidious ſnuling foe, | 
— The when and where you ſurely know; — 
It ſeems your vaunted heart of oak, 


| By direful wounds, was ſo much broke, 
That your heroic courage gone, 


—O how unlike to Spaniſh Don! 
Who at all hazards ſwore to dance 
The wild-gooſe chace of gay romance :— 


| You kept the houſe, and never din'd, 
Nor taſted drink, but groan'd and whin'd. 


Now 
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Now Doctor Slop has ſet you free, 
You talk on quite another key. 
You argue wiſely, that indeed 
You only had a proper meed : 

For being toſs'd by Paſſion's ſtorm, 
Like Eton boy in the fifth form, — 
To ev'ry bunter in the Strand, 

Or ev'n t' adventure with Miſs Bland. 
With demonſtration's look you ſay, 
The ſafe and only prudent way, 

Is pretty lodgings to provide, 

And there a handſome girl to hide, 
With whom you conſtantly may prove 
The ſweets of ſoft, dear, tender love. 


Richard, my friend, I muſt declare, 
For all that ſenatorial, air, * 


l 
From your opinion I diſſent, 
As Luther from the prieſts of Trent. | 
To keep a girl, upon my word, : 
Reminds me of the tuneful bird, | 
Which Gotham's wiſeheads, on a day, 
Contriv'd ſhould in their village ſtay, 5 
By lofty hedge, or wall, like deer, 5 T 
And fo they'd have it all the year. 8 
Why, as you live, it certain is, - 
That in this great metropolis, 
Theſe madams, who ſo glaring flaunt, ; 


And for no purchas'd pleaſure want, | 
| | Though 0 
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Though their friends boaſt, in haughty tone, 
Such charms give joy to them alone, 

Are yet poſſeſs d by many more, 

lv'e known the quarter of a ſcore.— 

Who oft, about the ſetting ſun, 

Drop in and out like Mr Lun *. 


Enſigns and templars, clever lads, 
But check*d by poor or narrow dads, 

| Find this a fertile field for ſport, 

| To which they eagerly reſort ; 

And on ecſtatic Celia's breaſt, 

Forget the dread of dire arreſt, 

Dick, you are young, well-made, and tout, 

Your own great merit do not doubt; 

Let indolent or worn- out blades 

Uſe ſnug and circumſpecti ve aids; 

But let ſuch Bucks as you and 1 

Theſe careful quiet methods fly ; 

Let us, while Phœbus ſhines, make hay, 

And kiſs the tits which boobies pay. 


| *Tis ſomewhat ſtrange, but yet *tis true, 
The ladies always hate, like Jew, 

The fool who loads their lap with gold, - 

Becauſe it makes 'em think they're ſold ; 

And therefore, when their pride does riſe, 

They loath the giver of the prize; 


* Mr Rich, noted for his agility as a Harlequin. 


* 
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So that, for mere diverſion's fake, 
Some fav'rite youth they fondly take 
To their poor dup'd half-huſband's bed, 
And firmly fortify his head. 

I a mere novice on the town, 

And but of late a Ranger grown, 
Have, by a moderate addreſs, 

In this ay had my own ſucceſs, 


Near to St James's ample ſquare 
Necklace the milliner lives, where 
Fine ladies and fine fellows meet, 
For tea and chit-chat gay and ſweet. 
By two three guineas well apply'd 
For trifles, and a tongue beſide 
Of an inſinuating make, | 
Good madam was induc'd to take 
Me mongſt her very boſom-friends, 
To whom on Fridays cards ſhe ſends. 
Here with a blooming lovely laſs, 
— Not by the force of gold, but braſs, — 
I ſoon ſtruck up a bargain fair, 
Soon were we thought a happy pair. 
She was the miſtreſs much ador'd 
Of the fat brother of a Lord, 
Wha by hard coin, by drink and meat, 
In parliament had got a ſeat. | 


When her kind keeper went abroad, 


The little friſæy wanton toad 
at = | | Before 
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Before the glaſs her neck would waſh, 
And nimbly throwing up the ſaſh, 
Call with a voice as muſic ſweet, 
Your humble ſervant, from the ſtreet. 


I who this argument have ſtill, — 

If one won't do't, another will, — 

And having got beſides a fancy, . 
Like tinder, catch'd the flame from Nancy, 
Then, by old Jacobina's aid, — 

Who, you may ſwear, is richly paid, — 
Fairly let in, /ans ceremonie, | 

Up ſtairs I flew ; on the ſettee 

The wiſhing nymph reclining found, 

Her waiſt I threw my arms around, 

Eager to play the lover's part, 

I preſs'd her warmly to my heart; 

And the plain matter not to mince, 

So ſweetly painted was the chintz, 
That I on it her gently laid, 

And all her thouſand charms diſplay'd; 
Feaſted with theſe, my raviſh'd fight 

Then revel'd in ſupreme delight! 


When Limberham went out of town, 
To his bluff boroughs ſummon'd down, 
Then for a jaunt! O to be ſure, 

My deareſt life ! it will be pure! 


In perfect taſte we hir'd a chaiſe, 
Drawn by four handſome nimble bays ; 
r 1 
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With two poſtilions, each well dreft 
In buckſkin breeches, crimſon veſt, 
And velvet cap, whoſe gilded taſſel 
Serv'd each admirer's eye to dazzle. 


While our young boſoms beat with joy, 
On ſwiftly- circling wheels we fly, 
Along the well- frequented road, 
To Richmond, Pleaſure's dear abode. 


The Star and Garter, ſplendid fign ! 
Could we do otherwiſe than dine ? 
Ye gods! in that ſame ſtar and garter, 
My bliſs with yours I would not barter, 


The clever waiters in a trice 

Had every thing ſo clean and nice; 
Each diſh was good, and finely dreſt, 
The cyder had a charming zeſt ; 

Old hock, the liquor of my foul ! 
Superior to nectarean bowl ! | 

My breaſt high-glowing did inſpire, 
While Cupid fann'd my am'rous fire, 


Then, lovely Nancy! then with you, 
My joy tranſcendent to renew | 
Say, did we not confirm our loves, 
By Venus, with her milk-white doves,, _ 
Ev'n in the fight of Twit'nham's bowers, 
The filver Thames, the trees, the flowers, 


* 
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By which, at his inchanted ſeat, 
| Mellifuous Por s ſung forth fo ſweet ! | 


| You ſee, my friend, that I have found 
All you could wiſh on fairy ground; 

And yet I think the wiſeſt way 

Is, what? to marry when one may. 

Look not ſo Heſſian, I beſeech you; 

I muſt for once beg leave to teach you: 
Yes, Dick, I ſwear by potent Mars, 
That this is all but giddy farce ; 

That 1s to ſay, when you compare 

It with good wedlock's union fair. 

To run about from Peg ta Sue, | 
Will pleaſe while we admire what's new; 
But perfect happineſs, I'm certain, 
Reſides behind calm Hymen's curtain. 

A fine deſcription yaw may have 

From one much wiſer than your flave, - 
Joun MiLToN, who fo: well could draw 
The charms of the my/terions law, 


Come, prithee, Dick, don't ſeem ſurpris'd, 
Come, honeſt fellow, be advis'd ; ; 
Go to the girl whom you adore, 

And tell her, that you'l! jeſt no more ; 

But fink into the eaſy chair, 


While I cry, Happy, happy pair! 


Your father is a man of ſenſe, 
Aye, Sir, and Coes not want ſor pence; | 
F n 1 2 i ; And, 
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And, ſure as Bob e'er boil'd your kettle, 

A cool five-hundred he will ſettle, — 

— To be paid down by ſteward truſty, 

What bocts it though he's ſomewhat cruſty ? 
— That is to ſay, if you and ſpouſe 

Be in plain earneſt with your vows, 

Nor think of keeping ſep'rate beds, 

Or breaking one another's heads, 

Or ſach like things, which Riot ſays, 

If he ſhould wed, would be the caſe. 


Upon my word I'll marry too, 

ww When Plutus ſays, the thing will do: 
For he muſt either bleſs my bride, 
Or tor my worthy felf provide. 
Heavy” n grant how ſoon the time may come, 
Im ſure I'd give a.caſk of rum, 
That we were ty'd to help-mates fit, 
In filken cordage neatly knit, | | 
And ſo might ſolid bliſs enjoy, | | | 
Pure metal, free from baſe alloy; | 
And from contentment's ſeat look down 
On the wild pleaſures of the town. 
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An HEROIC BALLAD. 
Addreſſed to the Honourable Company of Scots 


HunTERSs. 
By. a GEenivs. 


* 


E frolicſome blades, who throu gh life rove along, 


Give ear en paſſant to the words of my ſong, 

| Which fondly attempts, though *tis only in ſtory, 

To make THE EvenT once again ſeem. before ye. 
Derry down, &c. | 


IC. 
It chanc'd, then, one day, in EDIxA's good city, 
A jolly aſſembly of ſouls bright and witty, 
Were happily met o'er a bottle of claret, 
That mighty inflamer of humour and ſpirit ! 


| III. 
A nobleman bleſs'd with the true Scottiſh fire, 
Was merrily rallying an oyULENT Squire, 
That his body, who knew him,, muſt readily own, 
(Emblem of his eſtate), was indeed — overgrown: 


| | IV. 
Tus Scuikz, (cho' perhaps he was angry the while), 


Riſing up, thus reply'd to u Loxn, —with aſnile, 


* Your Lordſhip to-night is extremely jocoſe, 
Or rather ;mpertinent, to ſpeak in plain proſe.” 
Tongs I 3 M. 
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V. 
So when in A HtGH COURT OF zusT1icsz I've been, 
Tax counstL diſputing, I've frequently ſeen, 
With conſtrain'd . mix'd with wonderful 
pother, 
While Puzzle took = fide, and Blunder the other. 


VI. 
But I ſtray from my ſubje& ;—for DAx iE L went on, 
*« 'Tho' my weight (lie Zack Faltaff*s) be many a ſtone, 
Though portly my. belly, and cheeks blown up are, 
Yet with me none for vigour and health can compare. 


VII. 
Befides, my DEAR LokD, I will venture to ſay, 
And, what's more, will a pur/e of twice ten guineas lay, 
That, nay laugh not, no time now for jeſt or for cunning, 
That III eaſily beat your good Lordſhip at running. 


VIII. 
And that my ſtrength, as well as ſpeed, may be try'd, 
Upon my broad ſhoulders briſk * WaTT1E ſhall ride; 
But, to make matters equal, your courſe muſt be doyble, 
As my burthen will probably give me ſome trouble, 


IX. | 
'To-morrow at ten, in the part, — if too __ | 
I ſhall not be againſt our delaying t till noon.” 
Young Drs agreed to the terms as — 
And the ey ning in ſocial FOE Was hone d. 


CN 2 — ZZ 


* Mr W. 8. Advocste. _—_ 
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X. 
This aſtoniſhing match reach'd the ears of THz Town, 
Who, next day, to-the park in great numbers ruſh'd 
down ; 3 
Some heartily laughing, ſome with a ſour face, 
Declaring that, — really, twould be a diſgrace. 


For my part, (believe me), I ſoon did begin to 
Remember the Man who rhe bottle jump d into; 

© But Dame Curos1TyY told me 'twas beſt 
That I e'en ſhould be made ſuch a fool as the reſt. 


2 

| The Gentlemen Hunters had mark'd out the . 
And with the fair ladies, gallanting, were found ; 

| While, eager the rablle at diſtance to keep, 


# Shins! ſhits / cries bold R—T—x, and ſmacks his 


ſmart whip. 


XII. 
| Nor muſt I negle& handſame 8x to paint, 
Though I'm ſure that my colours are vallly too faint; 
vet rather than paſs ſo diſtinguiſh'd a man, 
I would beg leave to ſketch him as well as I can. 


XIV. 

| So fine was his figure, { taking his face, 

In ſo pleaſing a taſte was his elegant dreſa, 

That ScoT1 a's ſweet beauties (to tell ſimple truth) 


veem'd fond of admiring the delicate youth. * 
XV. 


* 
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XV. 
He touch'd with ſo killing an air his neat hat, 
Gently ſmiling to this, and ſoft chatting to that, 
What maid could refiſt ſuch profuſion of charms ? 
What maid could bat figh to be preſs'd in his arms? 


5 XVI. 

The jovial TRIUNMVIXATE quickly appear'd, 
And all by their ſey'ral companions were chear'd. 
Poor War rE aſcending ſeem'd greatly afraid, 
As horribly dreading to be overlaid. 


XVII. 

They ſtarted at laſt; and (fo fortune ordain'd) 
The vi@'ry by the Squire, hollow was gain'd; 
Who, midſt a tumult'ous mob's loud'ning huzzas, 
Carry'd off all that was to be had — of applauſe. 


| XVIII. a 
Though ſome nicer judges will ſtrongly aver, 
That to run twice the ground was unequal by far; 


And that the Max MovunT ain was as ſure to have won, 


As th* enough-cautious ague who contended — alone. 


XIX. 
As I think ev'ry man ſhould excel in his ſtation, 
I leave to good MaTTHEw * to make calculation, 
Who (if I miſtake not) will tell to a hair, 
What proportion the one to the other ſhould bear. 


* Dr Matthew Stew art. 


xx. 
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XX. 
My province was lily to lend a ſharp ear, 
The different comical ſayings to hear; 
Which (like brother Ba ys) I ſhall flapdaſh ſet down, 


And fo, by tranſprgſing, ſhall make em my own. 


XXI. 

A Ton x exclainyd, without any preamble, 

« By Tae Kino, I rejoice to ſee S—T ride CO—1: 
And Dick Iale affirm'd, As grim death it as ſure is, 
That nothing's ſo ponderous as — corpus juris. 


| XXII. 
A wag, who had gather'd a circle around him, 
Whoſe faces were brimful of joy to have found him, 


| Remov'd a ſmall way from the din and confuſion, 
Was dealing about his jokes in great profuſion. 


| ; XXIII. 

Jo relate ev'ry ſingle quirk, quibble, and pun, 

Would require, at leaſt, more than a courſe of the ſun ; 

Take one then, than which I have ſcarce heard a better, 
This lawyer (he cry'd) is become commentator. 


XXIV. 
For, (ſaid the old fellow, with countenance grave), 
As the ExoLIs EH their Cox E upon LxTTI ETON have, 
So SCOTLAND, a ah head, nay wiſer, has found, 
For ST on S——»p ſhall ftill be renown'd.” 


To 
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To GL UT TN x. An Ove. 

In Wiegen of MIDNIGH T, an Ovpr . 
Zy a Member of the SOAPING Cuvs- 


ES C2 
Ail Gluttony! O let me eat 
Immenſely at thy awful board, 
On which to ſerve the ſtomach meet 
What art and nature can afford. 
I'll furious cram, devoid of fear, 
Let but the roaſt and boil'd appear. 
Let me but ſee a ſmoaking diſh, 
T care not whether fow! or fiſh : | 
Then ruſh ye floods of ale adown my throat, Zh 
And, in my belly, make. eic float. 


II. 
And yet why truſt a greaſy ik ? 
Or give to meat the time of play; 
While ev*ry trout gulps down'a ook, 
And poor dumb beaſts harſh butchers y! 4 

#* Why ſeek the dull ſauce-ſmelling gloom 

Of the beef-haunted dining om? 3 

Where D r gives to ev'ry gueſt, 

With liberal hand, whate'er is beſt ; 
While you, in vain, th' inſurance muſt nets.” | 
To give ſecurity you ſhall not choak | 8 


See vol. 1. of this collection, p. 174. II 
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| "I | 
Ev'n now, upon his elbow- chair, 
A glatton' ſurfeit- ſtruck rectines ; 

See him look round with frightful ſtare, 

And beg for drink with eager figns! 

His gullet ſtuff the unchew'd bits, 

He groans, and nods his head by fits ; 

His high-ſwoln cheeks, that were ſo red, 

With egg-ſhell whiteneſs are o*erfpread : 
Ah ! quickly thump his back, leſt, for a boaſt, 
Death, from his liver, rive his bouncing ghoſt ! 


& 

Ev'n new. on veniſon intent, 

The great John Bull, pleas'd with his fate, 
Gorges until his ſides are rent, 

And glows voluptuous o'er his plate. 
He, while he eyes the godlike haunch, 
Rubs his rotundity of punch; | 
Which, when replete in ev'ry chink, 
His Worſhip makes ſublimely think; 


Or an inveterate enemy to chat, — 
Delighted, views a ſplendid fore of fat. 


| V. | 
Bread fills the mouths of hungry clowns, 
The black ſmiths clumſy grinders go: 
The kitchens ſweat through all the towns, 
The cock now fry'd no more ſhall crow. 
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The baker tarts and cheeſe-cakes brings, 
The ruſty jack, ear-grating, lings. | 
Each footman, with an angry voice, 

Damns the confounded creaking noiſe. 
The ham, ſuſpended, when the ſtrings are broke, 
Aſſaults Bob's RE pate with dreadful ſtroke, 


VI. T5 
And now perhaps the buxom wife 
Of Vintner Thom conſults her ſpouſe, 
How thoſe who play the keeneſt knife 
She beſt may feaſt within her houſe. 

See ſees before her mind's clear glaſs 

All forts of freſh proviſions paſs ; 

She makes pots, pans, and ſpits be ſcour'd, 
For dreſſing what ſhall be devour'd. 
Haſte, let me thither hie, with purpoſe good, 
To ſwallow monftrous quantities of food. 


eee 


VERSES to the Hon. Lady B— E- 
Sent with a Preſent of Landſcapes. 


By G. D. Ey: 


Hate'er Britannia's fertile fields can ſhow, 

Of gardens trim, or woods that GT grow, 
Whatever objects admiration claim, 

The long canal, the ſweetly-winding ſtream, 
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The godleſs temple, and the diſtant tower, 
The verdant mountain, and the ſhady bower, 


| The mad caſcade loud rumbling o'er the rocks, 


The envy'd ſhepherd and his bleating flocks, 
With e ee choſe theſe vary'd prints contain, 
Nor thou E fair the gift diſdain. 

As when t Hay the Daniſn foes withſtood, 


| Rallied his friends, the drooping fight renew'd, 
| Charg'd with freſh vigour the invading hoſt, 

And drove them vanquiſh'd from our happy coaſt : 

| Our king, *tis ſaid, (hiſtorians tell his name), 


Hay to reward, to eterniſe his fame, 


| Gave all the lands o'er which a faulcon flew ;. 
No narrower bounds our monarch's bounty knew. 


So oft your converſe ſerious, feeling wiſe, 
Has bid my ſunk, my torpid ſpirits riſe ; 
So oft expell'd the melancholic foe, 


That frights the ſoul with ſcenes of fancy'd woe : 
| Grateful I mean with majeſty to vie, 


And give whate'er the painter's nicer eye 
Has moſt approv'd of, water, earth, and ſky. 


Vun, ys Cori VERSES. 
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VERSES ſent to a Lady, tied to the 
Foot of a Bee. 


By the /ame. 


O, happy bee, thy pinions try, 
But firſt, thy venom'd ſting lay by; 

Fly where three ſiſter graces dwell, 

And to the fair this meſſage tell. 

Say, that a ſwain, void of addreſs, 

Pines with a flame he can't confeſs, 

And pray the maid who made him glow, 

One ſmile complacent to beſtow ; 

Nor drive, with looks ſtern and ſevere, 

A heart too tender, to deſpair. 

Then mayſt thou ſafely gain thy home, 

And fill with ſweets the waxen comb. 


SNS 
The Praiſe of VAN IT 2. 
A SATIRE, 


By the ſame. 


Till to be vain 1s all the art I know, 
To make men happy, and to keep them ſo.” 
From this one ſource our greateſt bleſſings ſpring; 


The beggar vain, is happier than a king. 
This 
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This lends to trifles all their power to pleaſe, 

From crowns and mitres, down to rings and lace. 
Thrice happy gift by Nature kindly given, 

To keep the balance of her bounties even. 

Its magic power each mortal muſt confeſs, 

Great in proportion as true merit's leſs. 


Critus, a poet, ſterile, dry, and poor, 
Who ſcarce can tag one couplet in an hour; 
Whom want and hunger hardly prompt to write, 
Who eats to-morrow, if he writes to- night; : 
To him, bleſs'd nymph, thou lend'ſt thy powerful aid, 
With fancy'd merit fill'ſt his empty head, 
While ſoft thou whiſper'ſt in our poet's ear, 
There Homer's ſpirit! Virgil's ſweetneſs here! 
« Thy ſtyle correct, bold and ſublime thy thought. 
To what a pitch may poetry be brought ! 
That fame, be ſure, poſterity will give, 
| * With-held by envy while you poets live.“ 


Behold Nigrina, on whoſe haggard brow, 
Deep are impreſs'd the marks of forty-two ; 

| Whoſe body twiſted fifty different ways, 
Baffles all power of ſtuffing, ſteel, and ſtays; 
The dentiſts ſkill Nigrina-oft has try'd, 

With pain and trouble ſee her teeth ſupply'd; 
| In vain ſhe tries with carmine to reſtore 

Her former roſes, blooming-now no more; 
While from her mouth the peſtilential breath 
Infects the room, nay fills the air with death: 
| „„ Without 
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Without thy aid, Nigrina long had been 

A prey to envy, malice, and chagrin : 
Upheld, O goddeſs, by thy pow'rful arm, 
She hopes to conquer ſtill; and ſtill to charm ; 
With fancy'd grace ſhe treads the mazy dance, 
With fancy'd art ſhe darts the am'rous glance. 


While ſome extol bright gold's attractive charms, 
Some wiſh for peace, and others figh for arms; 
While ſome in horles place their ſole delight, 
In ſocial converſe ſome to paſs the night; 

This loves to ſhine an empty ſparkling beau, 
That far from ſplendor flees, and idle ſhew ; 
'This boaſts his power of eloquence divine, 
And that his {kill to form the lofty rhyme : 
Give me for ever Van'ty to poſſeſs; | 
No gold I aſk, no friend, no ſparkling glaſs ; 
My foul, content, ſhall never more require 
The courtier's ſplendor, or the poet's fire. 


E 8. dM. 


By the ſame. 


8 Damon near his Celia ſtood, 
And all her heavenly charms review'd,. 
With wonder on each beauty gaz'd, | 
Admir'd her wit, her ſinging prais'd ; 
| Carelets 


4 
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Careleſs her hand hung o'er her chair, 

So ſoft, ſo taper, and ſo fair, 

That he, with eager love poſſeſs'd, 

A tender kiſs thereon impreſs'd. 

Celia indignant turn'd her head, 

And thus, in tears, and anger, ſaid, 
Begone, baſe wretch, ne'er more appear; 
Kiſs Celia's hand ! her mouth ſo near. 


A Farewell to FanTasTic Love, and 
a young Coquette, the object of it.- 


By Mr J. R———vs. 


EL1a, farewell: —enough ; my folly's a 
The viſion's fled ; I've broke the charm at laſt; 

Tir'd with thy freaks, the hopeleſs chace give o'er : 
And had I caught the game, what could I more? 
Like Py lovers hunt the beauteous prey, 
| Through ev'ry ſecret, ſubtile, winding way. — 
| The prey eſcapes. —What then? —F atigu'c d, they Yield 
| The prize, pleas'd with the chace, and quit the field." 

Is the game caught ?— a little while they view 
The panting thing; — the ſport is o'er ; — adieu. 
| Sated alike : — Here all the diff'rence lies; 
Tir'd of the chace,—or we'd of the prize. 


Thus fares the love which Fancy?s boſom fires, 5 
A ſhort-liv'd flame, that blazes, and expires z 
K 3 An 
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An airy form, which at a diſtance charms, 


But ſhuns th' embrace, or mocks our empty arms. 


Friendſhip alone the ſacred. charm imparts 
That fixes beauty's empire o' er our hearts; 
Friendſhip alone can love's ſweet joys ſecure, 
And to the genial add the ſocial hour,. 
Refine each paſſion, harmonize the whole, 


And touch the ſtring that thrills from foul to foul, 


A SOLEMN ODE. 


1 er ernret at Ko 


By the ſame. 


'ELta, thou dear coquette, attend, 
And once to truth incline thine ear, 
One moment liſten to a friend, 
A friend that dares to be ſincere. 


While ogling, ſporting, fluttering, ſhining,. 
Amid the bowing tribe, you roam, 
Unbounded conqueſts ſtill deſigning, 
Still planning worlds of joy to come; 


While you, the charm of ev'ry eye, 
The lovely theme of ev'ry tongue, 
Inſpire around the tender ſigh, 
Or wake Greet Flatt'ry's firen-ſong ; ; 


While 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 116 


While fops with laviſh raptures court thee, 

And ev'ry blooming charm adore ; 
| Think, Delia, think what ſhall comfort thee, 
When theſe bright charms ſhall bloom no morez 


When all thy lilies ſhall decline, 

And all thy roſes ceaſe to glow ; 

When ev'n theſe eyes ſhall ceaſe to ſhine,. 
And wrinkles mark that poliſh'd brow. 


Laugh not, thou pretty, trifling creature: 
| Like thee once poor Lucinda ſhone, 
With ſnowy face and glowing feature ; 

Lo, in her fate beware thy own. 


Lucinda ſhone at balls and plays, 
| Lucinda only ſought to ſhine, 
On all alike diffus'd her rays ; 
| (Juſt, Delia, like theſe eyes of thine).. 


| Now ſee thoſe bloomy beauties fading, 
At the rough-wintry blaſt of age; 

| Behold the hoary tempeſt ſpreading, 
On ev'ry flow'r exhauſts its rage. 


Loſt is that grace, that air ſo ſprightly, 
Which once could wake the tender flame ;: 

Thoſe eyes that ſhone, erewhile, ſo brightly, 

Now caſt a trembling clouded beam, 
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Where now, ah! where, that courtly train, 
Lucinda's ſighing ſlaves before? 

Now, in her turn, ſhe ſighs in vain, 
Flatter'd, admir'd, and lov'd no more. 


Not one, the conqueſt of her charms, 
To chear the lonely hour remains, 

To cheriſh Age, in Friendſhip's arms, 
To ſhare her pleaſures, and her pains; 


With more than guardian angel's care, 
To raiſe her drooping ſick' ning frame, 
Now pour to heav'n the tender pray'r, 
Now whiſper each endearing name; 


And when the parting hour draws nigh;- 
To lay her head upon his breaſt, 

To cloſe, with trembling hand, her eye, 
And ſooth her dying ſoul to reſt. | 


Old age, my Delia, comes apace :- 

Scorn the wild ardours fops pretend ;: 
Believe me, woman's trueſt praiſe, . 

Is to ſecure a cordial friend. - 


Then, while improving ev'ry feature 
With all the various toils of art, 

O learn the graces of good - nature, 
Improve the virtues of the heart. - 


Believe 


ve 


Believe me, Folly ſoon deſtroys 

The magic charm of Beauty's eyes ; 
Soon droop the unſupported joys, 

And ſoon the fair inchantment flies. 


Good ſenſe alone, and Virtue's charms, 


Can fix the heart which Beauty fires, 


| And Friendſhip ſtill the boſom warms, 


When Love's ſhort fleeting blaze expires : 


True elegance, and taſte refin'd, 
The temper ſteady, mild, ſerene, 


The feeling ſoul, th' enlighten'd mind. 


Preſerve entire the happy ſcene, 


Endow'd with theſe, old Age defy, | 


And to ſome friendly boſom fly; 


Happy, one worthy breaſt to fire, 


And on that boſom to expire. 
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The BACchELOR's SoLILOQUY. 


In imitation of the celebrated Soliloquy of Hamlet. 


By the ſame. 


O wed, or not to wed — that is the queſtion ; 


Whether tis better ſtill to rove at large 
From 
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From fair to fair, amid the wilds of paſſion; ; 
Or plunge at once into a fea of marriage, 
And quench our fires * —T'o marry, — take a wife, 
No more, —and by a wife to fay we quell 

Thoſe reſtleſs ardours, all thoſe nat'ral tumults 
That fleſh is heir to; —*tis a conſolation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. — Marry, — a wife, 

A wife, — perchance a devil: —ay, there's the rub 
For *mongſt that angel ſex what dey'ls are found, 
When they have ſhuffled off the virgin-maſk, 

Muſt give us pauſe. There's the reſpect 

That keeps a prudent man ſo long a bachelor. 

For who would bear the taunts of longing maids, 
The harlot's impudence, the prude's difdain, © 
The pangs of love deſpis'd, coquette's delay, 

The inſolence of beauty, and the ſpurns 

Which merit bears, when fools become their fav'rites, 
When he himſelf might his guletus make | ; 
With one kind woman! — Say, what youth could bear 
To wiſh, and ſigh alone the weary night, _ 

Or dangle after belles, coquettes, and wenches, 

But that the dread of ſomething after honey-moon, 
(That gaily-fleeting period, whoſe ſweet joys 

Few loves, alas! ſurvive), puzzles the will, 

And bids us rather linger in the path, 

The well-known, ſimple path of ſingle life, 

Than tempt the dark. perplexed ways of wedlock ? 
Thus forethought does make bach'lors of us all : 
And hence the face of many a willing maid 

Is ſickly'd o'er with the pale caſt of languiſhment ; 


Ant 
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And many a youth of no ſmall pith and moment, 
With this regard, ſpends all his days in whoring, 
And damns the name of huſband, 


* > 4 4 * 
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ODE on a Candle-end-ifunk-in-the focker 


and juſt expiring. 
Addreſſed to a certain old-young Lady. 
By the ſame. 


Retty, little, glimm'ring thing, 
Hov'ring o'er the brink: of Fate; 


| All its timid foul on wing, 


Trembling in a middle ſtate ; 


| Wrapt around in livid flame, 


Darting forth a feeble ray; 


Now it bends its ſickly frame, 


And anon diſſolves away: 


Still it wakes the flutt'ring ſtrife, 
Fain would rouſe its dying fires, 
Fain prolong the ſhine of life, 
And in vain attempts expires. -' 


Chloe thus, who lately ſhone 
Idol of the fopling race, 


All her youth and beauty gone, 


Still would dazzle, charm, and blaze, 
bu das Still 
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Still ſhe trips the frolic ſcene, 

, Warbles till the girliſh chat, 

Still affects the vary'd mien, 
Ogling, ſmiling, and — all that. 


Chloe, theſe vain efforts ceaſe ; | 

; Ogle, ſmile, and blink no more; 

Quit the frolic ſtage in peace, 
Since the play of youth is o'er. 


T STFLY TA. 


70 U bid me write, and fain would I 
Conſent, were but the ſubje& nam'd: 
To praiſe your goodneſs J muſt lie, 

And you would ſcold to be defam'd : 


To call you faireſt of your ſex, 
And ſee as handſome ev'ry day, 
Inſtead of pleafing you, muſt vex : — - 


You would not mind a word I ſay. 


For though an angel in my eyes, 

Il take your judgment to be better, 
Than all your equals to deſpiſe, 

On the bare credit of a letter. 


No — ſpite of all you lily hint, 

Of poet's art, and flights of youth; 
Whate'er for int'reſt I may print, 

In private rhyme I write the truth. 


The: 


oh 


Then teach me ſafely to proceed : 
My verſe depends upon your att : 
You need but do one generous deed, 
And I ſhall ſoon applaud the fact. 


To let me live, from year to year, 
Complaining, fighing, cringing, kneeling, 
'Tis plain you ſtrive to be ſevere, 
Or think a lover has no feeling. 


I own, you ſometimes can be ſeen, 
And grant a kiſs one day in ten: 
But what this hanging on muſt mean, 

Sure women know as well as men. 


That ancient fiege which Homer fings, 
All but your heroes had forſaken : 

Ten tedious years for fixty kings 
Was long ; but Troy at laſt was taken, 


Compare that ſiege, my dear, with mine. 
Ten years the ſturdy Greeks could hold : 
I—let me fee—'tis more than nine; 
And heroes are not—as of old, 


Woman or town whoever ſeeks, 

Much ſhorter ways they now proceed in ; 
They ſeldom wait ſo many weeks, — 

Read Marlb'rough's life, or Charles of Sweden! 


Thoſe few remaining months deduct, 


On better terms you may ſurrender ; 
Vor. II, L 
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Our pleaſure nothing can obſtruct, 
While I am young, and you are tender. 


But feeble age and wrinkles ſoon 

Shall youth and tenderneſs diſplace: 
At thirty life approaches noon, 

And things go downward thence apace. 


Haſte ! now the willing parley beat, 
Ere all our ftores are quite exhauſted; 
Leſt on the verge of death we treat, 
Bereav'd, bewinter'd, and befroſted. 


Then you ſhall mourn the ſong neglected, 
Which told you time was onward creeping ; 
And I, the mighty prize expected, 
Dwindled to one not worth the keeping ! 


The Duke bt AK Ori L's Levee. 


Spoken by Col. CHAnTERISs, and writ by the 


late Lord BINNING. 


m— Zygentem feribus domus alta ſuperòbis 
Mane ſalutantum tetis vomit ædibus undam. 


V Ith other Scots the other day 
I waited on ARGYLL, 
'Than whom no better patriot breathes 
Within our Britiſh iſle, | 


VIC. 


Sing, 
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Sing, Muſe, who never ſung before, 


How well we were receiv'd ; 
| And what he ſaid, and eke alſo 
How nobly we behav'd. 


Long time we had not held chit- chat | 
Before his Grace appear'd; 

And with his ever-pleaiing air 
Our hearts and faces chear'd. 


He beck'n'd us up, all one by one, 
| And ſpoke to each fo pat, 

That all well- pleas'd his levee left, 
But I, who ſmelPd a rat. 


Then to A r“ in the van 
Advancing, were his words, 

„Nor ours, nor any foreign land, 
| Ahawk like yours affords. 


80 Richmond's Duke, of hawks the judge, 
Aſſur'd me t'other day.“ 
| Philip bow'd low, and thank'd his Grace, 
And went well-pleas'd away. 


| To Colonel S—=r + : © T*other day, 
I was well-pleas'd to ſee, | 

The Britiſh coffeehouſe ſo chang'd 
From what it us'd to be. 


* Col. Ant ruther. + C. Sinclair, 
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Your Sarah charms, it grows polite, 
As G—d my ſoul ſhall fave.” 
With low obeiſance, hearty thanks 
The grateful Colonel gave. 


The Advocate“, with rev'rence great, 
Advancing was to ſpeak ; | 

But, like the reſt, he was ſtruck dumb, 
With cheek apply'd to cheek. 


« The lawyers in our houſe declare, 
That no man ſpeaks like you; 

Your rhet'ric charms.” Then Duncan bow'd, 
And own'd his Grace ſpoke true, 


Then Colonels Jack and Peter + drew 
Together near his Grace : 

„Peter! thou haſt a martial ſoul, 
And, Jack, a handſome face ; 


Were you two blended both in one, 
L—4 ! how you'd look and fight!” 

Then Peter bow'd, wheel'd to the left, 
And Jack unto the right. 


Then to Culloden , ſaid the Duke, 
«© Now tell me, John, ſincere, 

Whether eight bottles *tis, or ten, 
You drink to your own ſhare ?” 


Duncan Forbes, Eſqz + Colonels John and Peter Campbclls, 
{ John Forbes of Culloden, Eſq; 
| Culloden 
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Culloden bow'd, and thank'd his Grace, 
For ſuch a kindly word ; 


And vow'd to G—d his Grace ſpake like 
An anget of the L—d. 


Then forward Brodie * made a ftep, 
In whoſe attentive ear 

His Grace was pleas'd to whiſper, but 
So loud as we could hear : 


The ladies in the town declare, 
That no man kiſs'd fo well.” 


The Laird laugh'd much, and thank'd his Grace; 


But ſaid, © They ſhould not tell.” 


Then Colonel M 
A neceſſary man:; 

| Who well might, if the muſe had pleas'd,, 

| Been welcom'd to the van: 


n + advanc'd, 


My friend, I hope your Lady's well.” 
© She's well to ſerve your Grace.“ 

Both ſmil'd, and bow'd, and ſmil'd again, 
In one another's face. 


| Six times had Harry t bow'd unſeen, 
Before he durſt advance: | 
The Duke then turning round, well-pleas'd, 
Sud, Sure you've been in France; 


* Alexander Brodie, Eſq; Lord Lion, + Col, Middleton, 
TEA. Cuningham of Boquhan, Eſq; 
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A more polite and jaunty mien 
I never ſaw before.” | Wn LOT 
Then Harry bow'd, and bluſn'd, and bow'd, 
And ſtrutted to the door. 


To honeſt John „0 made a leg: 
* Ah, honeſt Skip,” ſaid he. | 
And Skip was well content with that. 
His Grace then turn'd to me : 


* Ah! Charteris!“ — © Bl—d and w—ds, my Lord,” 
I anſwer' d: and his Grace 
Was going to reply; when lo! 
Great Daniel t ſhow'd his face. 

8 | =O 

At ſight of him low bow'd the Peer,. 
And Daniel. deign'd a nod ; 

6 ] ſaw Sir Robert, and 'tis done; 
« —You've kept me in, by Gd.“ 


At ſight of this I limp'd away, 
Inform'd where to apply ;- 
Begging my countrymen may take: 

The hint as well as I. 


* John Campbell of Skipniſh, Eſgq; ÞF Col, Charteris, 
1 Daniel Campbell of Shawfie!d, Eſq; 
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ALBIN and the DauGcnTER of Mey, 
An old tale, tranſlated from the Iriſh. 

By the late Mr JeROM STONE. 


Hence come theſe diſmal ſounds that fill our ears! 
Why do the groves ſuch lamentations ſend ! 
| Why ſit the virgins on the hill of tears, 
While heavy ſighs their tender boſoms rend ! 
They weep for AL BIx with the flowing hair, 
| Who periſh'd by the cruelty of Mey; 
A blameleſs hero, blooming, young, and fair; 
| Becauſe he ſcorn'd her paſſion to obey. 
See on yon weſtern hill the heap of ſtones, 
| Which mourning friends have raiſed o'er his bones! 


O woman! bloody, bloody was thy deed ; 
The blackneſs of thy crime exceeds belief; 
The ftory makes each heart but thine to bleed, 
And fills both men and maids with keeneſt grief! 
Behold thy daughter, beauteous as the ſky, 
When early morn tranſcends yon eaſtern hills, 
She lov'd the youth who by thy guile did die, 
And now our ears with lamentations fills : 
| 'Tis ſhe, who ſad, and grov'ling on the ground, 
Weeps o'er his grave, and makes the woods reſound.. 


A thouſand graces did the maid adorn : 
Her looks were charming and her heart was. kind ; 
| Her 
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Her eyes were like the windows of the morn, 
And Wiſdom's habitation was her mind. 
A hundred heroes try'd her love to gain ; 
She pity'd them, yet did their ſuits deny: 
Young ALBIN only courted not in vain, 
ALBIN alone was lovely in her eye: 
Love fill'd their boſoms with a mutual flame; 
Their birth was equal, and their age the ſame. 


Her mother Mey, a woman void of truth, 
In practice of deceit and guile grown old, 

Conceiv'd a guilty paſſion for the youth, 
And in his ear the ſhameful tory told: 

But o'er his mind ſhe never could prevail; 

For in his life no wickedneſs was found ; 
With ſhame and rage he heard the horrid tale, 
And ſhook with indignation at the ſound : 
| He fled to ſhun her; while with burning wrath 

The monſter, in revenge,. decreed his death. 


Amid Lochmey, at diſtance from the ſhore, 
On a green iſland, grew a lately tree, 

With precious fruit each ſeaſon cover'd o'er, 
Delightful to the taſte, and fair to ſee : 

This fruit, more ſweet than virgin honey found, 
Serv'd both alike: for phyſic and for food; 

It cur'd diſeaſes, heal'd the bleeding wound, 
And hunger” s rage for three long days withſtood. 

But precious things are purchas'd ſtill with pain, 

And thouſands try'd to pluck it, but in vain. 


For 
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For at the root of this delightful tree, 
A venomous and awful dragon lay, 

With watchful eyes, all horrible to ſee, 

Who drove th” affrighted paſſengers away. 
Worſe than the viper's ſting its teeth did wound, 
The wretch who felt it ſoon behov'd to die; 
| Nor could phyſician ever yet be found 
Who might a certain antidote apply: 
| Ev'n they whoſe {kill had ſav'd a mighty hoſt, 
| Againſt its bite no remedy could boaſt, 


Revengeful Mey, her fury to appeaſe, 
And him deſtroy who durſt her paſſion ſlight, 
Feign'd to be ſtricken with a dire diſeaſe, ' 
And call'd the hapleſs AL Bin to her fight : 
« Ariſe, young hero! {kill'd in feats of war, 
On yonder lake your dauntleſs courage prove; 
To pull me of the fruit, now bravely dare, 
And ſave the mother of the maid you love. 
I die without its influence divine; 


Nor will J taſte it from a hand but thine.” 


With downcaſt look the lovely youth reply'd, 
Though yet my feats of valour have been few, 
My might in this adventure ſhall be try'd ; 
I go to pull the healing fruit for you.” 
With ſtately ſteps approaching to the deep, 
The hardy hero ſwims the liquid tide ; 
| With joy he finds the dragon faſt aſleep, 
Then pulls the fruit, and comes in ſafety back ; 
b 8 Then 
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Then with a chearfal countenance, and gay, 
He gives the preſent to the hands of Mey. 


« Well have you done, to bring me of this fruit; 
But greater ſigns of proweſs muſt you give: 

Go pull the tree entirely by the root, 
And bring it hither, or I ceaſe to live.” 


Though hard the taſk, like lightning faſt he ſlew, 


And nimbly glided o'er the yielding tide ; 
Then to the tree with manly ſteps he drew, 

And pull'd, and tugg'd it hard, from fide to ſide: 
Its burſting roots his ſtrength could not withſtand 
He tears it up, and bears it in his hand. 


But long, alas! ere he could reach the ſhore, 
Or fix his footſteps on the ſolid ſand, 

The monſter follow'd with a hideous roar, 
And like a fury graſp'd him by the hand. 


Then, gracious God! what dreadful ſtruggling roſe! 


He graſps the dragon by th' invenom'd jaws, 
In vain : for round the bloody current flows, 
While its fierce teeth his tender body gnaws. 
He groans through anguiſh of the grievous wound, 
And cries for help; but, ah ! no help was found ! 


At length the maid, now wond'ring at his ſtay, 
And rack'd with dread of fome impending ll, 
Swift to the lake, to meet him, bends her way ; 
And there beheld what might a virgin Kill! 
She faw her lover ſtuggling on the flood, 
The dreadful monſter gnawing at his ſide; 
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She ſaw young AL nix fainting, while his blood 
With purple tincture dy'd the liquid tide ! 


Though pale with fear, ſhe plunges ! in the wav e, | 
And to the hero's hand a dagger gave | 


| Alas! too late; yet gath'ring all his 3 


He drags, at laſt, his hiſſing foe to land. 
Yet there the battle ſtill grew worſe and worſe, 
And long the conflict laſted on the ſtrand. 
At length he happily deſcry'd a part, 
Juſt where the ſcaly neck and breaſt did meet; 
Through this he drove a well-directed dart, 
And laid the monſter breathleſs at his feet. 


The lovers ſhouted when they ſaw him dead, 


While from his trunk they cut the bleeding head. 


But ſoon the venom of his mortal bite 
Within the hero's boſom ſpreads like flame ; 
His face grew pale, his ſtrength forſook him quite, 


And o'er his trembling limbs a numbneſs came. | 


Then fainting on the ſlimy ſhore he fell, 
And utter'd, with a hcavy, dying groan, 

Theſe tender words, My lovely maid, farewell! 
Remember ALBIN; for his life is gone!“ 


Theſe ſounds, like thunder, all her ſenſe oppreſs'd, 


And ſwooning down ſhe fell upon his breaſt. 


At laſt, the maid awak'ning as from ſleep, 
Felt all her ſoul o'erwhelm'd in deep deſpair, 
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Her eyes ſtar'd wild, ſhe rav'd, : ſhe could not weep, 


She beat her boſom, and ſhe tore her hair 


She 
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She look'd now on the ground, now on the fkies, 
Now gaz'd around, like one imploring aid: 
But none was near in pity to her cries, 
No comfort came to ſooth the hapleſs maid ! 
Then graſping in her palm, that ſhone like ſnow, 
The youth's dead hand, ſhe thus expreſs'd her wo. 


Burſt, burſt, my heart! the lovely youth is dead, 
Who, like the dawn, was wont to bring me joys 

'Now birds of prey wall hover round his head, h 
And wild beaſts ſeek his carcaſe to deſtroy ; 

While I who lov'd him, and was lov'd again, 
With ſighs and lamentable ſtrains muſt tell, 

How by no hero's valour he was ſlain, > 
But ſtruggling with a beaſt inglorious fell! 

This makes my tears with double anguiſh flow, 

This adds affliction to my bitter wo! 


Vet fame and dauntleſs valour he could boaſt; 
With matchleſs ſtrength his manly limbs were bound; 
'That force would have diſmay'd a mighty hoſt, 
He ſhow'd, before the dragon could him wound. 


His curling locks, that wanton'd in the breeze, \ 
Were blacker than the raven's ebon wing; 

His teeth were whiter than the fragrant trees, y 
When bloſſoms clothe them in the days of ſpring; 

A brighter red his glowing cheeks did ſtain, N 


'Than blood of tender heifer e ſlain. 


A purer azure ſparkled ii in his eye, 5 
Than that of icy ſhoal in mountain found; 4 
Whene er 
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Whene'er he ſpoke, his voice was melody, 


And ſweeter far than inſtrumental ſound. 
O he was lovely ! fair as pureſt ſnow, 


Whoſe wreaths the tops of higheſt mountains crown; 


His lips were radiant as the heav'nly bow; 
His ſkin was ſofter than the ſofteſt down; 


More ſweet his breath than fragrant bloom, or roſe, 


Or gale that croſs a flow'ry garden blows. 


But when in battle with our foes he join'd, 
And ſought the hotteſt dangers of the fight, 
The ſtouteſt chiefs ſtood wond'ring far behind, 
And none durſt try to rival him in might! 
His ample ſhield then ſeem'd a gate of braſs, 
His awful ſword did like the lightning ſhine ! 
No force of ſteel could through his armour paſs, 
His ſpear was like a maſt, or mountain-pane ! 
Ev'n kings and heroes trembled at his name, 
And conqueſt {mil'd where-e'er the warrior came 


Great was the ſtrength of his unconquer'd hand, 
Great was his ſwiſtneſs in the rapid race; 
None could the valour of his arm withſtand, 
None could outſtrip him in the days of chace. 
Yet he was tender, merciful, and kind ; 
His vanquiſh'd foes his clemency confeſs'd; 
No cruel purpoſe labour'd in his mind, 
No thought of envy harbour'd in his breaſt, 


He was all gracious, bounteous, and benign, 


And in his ſoul ſuperior to a king ! 
Vor. II. M 
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But now he's gone! and nought remains but wo 
For wretched me; with him my joys are fled, 

Around his tomb my tears ſhall ever flow, 

The rock my dwelling, and the clay my bed! 

Ve maids, and matrons, from your hills deſcend, 

To join my moan, and anſwer tear for tear ; 
With me the hero to his grave attend, 


And fing the ſongs of mourning round his bier, 
Through his own grove his praiſe we will proclaim, 


And bid the place for ever bear his name. 


ere 


To the Memory of an Or TIER killed 


before Quebec. 


By My James MacrhgRSOx. 


H me! what ſorrows are we born to bear ! 
How many cauſes claim the falling tear ! 
In one ſad tenor life's dark current flows, 
And ev'ry moment has its load of woes : 
In vain we toil for viſionary eaſe, 
Or hope for bleſſings in the vale of peace: 
Coy happineſs ne'er bleſſes human eyes; 
Or but appears a moment, and ſhe flies. 


When peace itſelf can ſeldom dry the tear, 
What floods demand the dreary waſtes of war! 


Where 


Where undiftinguiſh'd ruin reigns o'er all, 

At once the truant and the valiant fall ; 

Where timeleſs ſhrouds inwrap the great and brave, 
And Dayaxis ſinks into a nameleſs grave. 


| Dear hapleſs youth! cut off in early bloom, 
A fair, but mangled victim for the tomb. 

No friendly hand to grace thy fall was near, 

No parent's eye to ſhed one pious tear ; 

| No favour'd maid to cloſe thy languid eyes, 

And ſend thee mindful of her to the ſkies: 

On ſome cold bank thy decent limbs were laid ; 

Oh! honour'd living, but neglected dead! 


So ſoon forſake us, dear lamented ſhade, 
To mix obſcurely with the nameleſs dead ! 
Thus baulk the riſing glory of thy name, 
And leave unfiniſh'd an increaſing fame 
Thus fink for ever from a parent's eyes! 
Wert thou not cruel? or ye partial, ſkies ? 


But what can bound, O thou by all approv'd! 
The ſad, fad ſorrows of the friend you loy'd ! 
A friend who doted on thy worth before ! 
A friend who never ſhall behold thee more ! 
Who ſaw combin'd thy manly graces riſe, 
To pleaſe the mind, and bleſs the raviſh'd eyes ; 
A ſoul replete with all that's great and fair, 
A form which cruel ſavages might ſpare. 
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If, 
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If, in the midnight-hour, lamented ſhade, 
You view the place where thy remains are laid ; 
If pale you hover o'er your ſecret grave, 

Or, viewleſs, flit o'er He/helega's * wave; 
O when my troubled ſoul is ſunk in reft, 
And peaceful ſlumbers ſooth my anxious breaſt, 


To Fancy's eyes in all thy bloom appear, 


Once more thy own unſully'd image wear; 


Unſold the ſecrets of your world to me, 


Tell what thou art, and what I ſoon ſhall be. 


He comes! he comes! but, oh! how chang'd of late! 


Ho much deforms the leaden hand of fate! 


Why do I ſee that gen'rous boſom gor'd ? 


— 


Why bath'd in blood the viſionary ſword ? 

That rudeneſs ruffled that diſorder'd hair ? 
Why, blameleſs ſhade, that mournful aſpe& wear ? 
For, ſure, ſuch virtues muſt rewarded be, 
And Heaven itſelf approve of WoL re and thee. 
Ves! thou art bleſs'd above the rolling ſphere ; 
*T1s for myſelf, not thee, . I ſhed the tear. 
Where ſhall I now ſuch blameleſs friendſhip find, 
Thou laft, beſt comfort of a drooping mind ? 
To whom the preſſures of my ſoul impart, 
Transfer my ſorrows, and divide my heart ? 
Remote is he who ruPd my breaſt before ; 
And he ſhall ſooth me into peace no more. 


4 


Men born to grief, an unrelenting kind, 
Of breaſts diſcordant, and of various mind, 


* The river St Laurence. 
Scarce 
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Scarce *midſt of thouſands find a ſingle friend, 
If Heav'n, at length, the precious bleſſing ſend, 
A ſudden death recalls him from below ; 

A moment's bliſs is paid with years of wo. 


What boots the riſing ſigh ? in vain we weep, 
We too, like him, anon muſt fall aſleep ; 
Life, and its ſorrows too, ſhall ſoon be o'er, 
And the heart heave with burſting ſighs no more; 
Death ſhed oblivious reſt on ev'ry head, 
And one dull filence reign o'er all the dead. 


S NN SSS r 


On paſſing through the PA RLIAENT- CLOSE 
of EDINBURGH at midnight. 


O now, the doors are ſhut, the buſy hand 
Of Induftry ſuſpends her toil a while, 
And folemn Silence reigns : the men of law 
Throng not the paſſage to the auguſt court; 
Nor clients, walking o'er the pavement, curſe 
Their cauſe's long delay : the labourer 
Lies wrapt in fleep, his brawny nerves unbrac'd, 
Gath'ring new vigour for to- morrow's toil. 
Now o'er their cups immoderate, the rout 
Of Bacchanalians, with impetuous laugh, 
Applaud the witleſs, but invenom'd jeſt, 
At yon dim taper, poring on his bonds, 
Or ledger, crooked Av'rice keenly fits ;, 
M 3 Or 
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Or ſlcepleſs on his tawdry bed, ſums up 

His rents and int'refts, O thrice dire diſeaſe ! 
Oh dolefu! madneſs ! Wherefore all this care, 
This finful care, that from the mind excludes 
All thought of duty toward God or man! 

An heir debauch'd, who wiſhes nothing more 
Than the old dotard dead, will throw it all 
On whores and dogs away; then, curſing life, 
That nothing gives but ſcoundrel Poverty, 

By his own hand a mangled carcaſe falls. 
Now ſinoking with unhallow'd fires, the ſons 
Of curs'd Gomorrha ſtroll along the ſtreets, 
Scenting the proſtitutes : perhaps the ſon 

Of ſome well- meaning country-man, entic'd 

By lewd companions, midnight-orgies holds, 
Kennels with ſome abominable wretch, 
Contracting foul diſeaſe, one day to ſmart 

His pious parents fouls with bitter grief, 

And over their rev'rend hoary cheeks to pour 
'The ſad parental tear. 


Behold how grand the lady of the night, 
The filver moon, with majeſty divine, | 
Emerges from behind yon ſable cloud ; 
Around her all the ſpacious heavens glow 
With living fires. In the pale air ſublime, 
St Giles's column rears its ancient head, 
Whoſe builders many a century ago 
Were moulder'd into duſt. Now, O my Gul, 
Be fill'd with ſacred awe I] tread above 
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Our brave forgotten anceſtors. Here * lie 

Thoſe who in ancient days the kingdom rul'd, . 
The counſellors and? favourites of kings, 

High lords and courtly dames, the valiant chiefs, 
Whoſe manly harneſs'd breaſts and mighty arms 

| Stood as the brazen bulwarks of the land, 

Mingling their duſt with thoſe of loweſt rank, 

And baſeſt deeds, and now unknown as they. a 
Hark ! *twas the clock ſtruck one, — the ſolemn ſound 
Yet vibrates in my ear : Such is the life, 

The tranſient life of man : a while he broxthes, 
Then in a little with his mother earth | 

Lies mix'd, and known no more; even his own race 
| Forget his name. And if his name remains, 

What is it but an empty, airy ſound ? 

Cæſar, and Ammon's ſon, high-founding air, 
Founders of ſtates, their country's ſaviours, lie 

In dark oblivion ; others only live | 

In fables wild and vague : vea, this ſame age, 
That ſaw the wave of Marlb'ro's ſword decide 

The fate of Europe, and her trembling kings, 

Relate his actions paſt as an old tale, 

Without concern : and ſoon the days ſhall come, 
When Pruſſian peaſants ſhall ſtrange ſtories tell 

Of Fred'ric and his brothers ; ſuch as oft 

The Britiſh labourer, by winter's fire, 

Tells to his wond'ring children, of the feats 

Of Arthur and his knights : a few years more 

Shall ſee great Fred'ric and his glorious bands, 


This was once a burial-place, 


And 
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And all the millions of his raging foes, 
All filent duſt, and lodging with the hoſts 
(Down in the dreary manſions of the dead) 
That fought at Cannæ or Thermopylæ, 
And thoſe of later name that ſtood beneath 
The banners of Godfredo or Guſtave. 


Say, ye immortal ſons of heav'n, who rule 
This nether world, who from old Nimrod's days 
Down to the preſent, have beheld the fate 
Of emperors and kings; ſay, which the life 
That the immortal ſhade will like to own ? 

Does Cæſar boaſt of his eternal name, 

How, wading through the blood of millions, he 

Inſlav'd his country? No: he droops his head, 

And imprecates Oblivion to o'erſhade 

The horrid tale. Not ſo poor Socrates : 

With everlaſting ſmiles he humbly owns 

The life that was a bleſſing to mankind. 

The heroes whoſe unconquerable ſouls 

Would from their country's int'reſt never flinch, 
Look down with ſweet complacence on th' realms 
Their valour ſav'd. O WALLAck, wondrous chief! 
Who durſt alone thy country's rights aſſert, 
Betray'd and ſworn away by all but thee ; 
And thou great Bruce, who many a doleful day, 
For thy inſlav'd and groaning country's ſake, 
Stray'd o'er the ſolitary hills of Lorn; 
With what ecſtatic raptures do you ſee 
A nation to this day bleſs'd-by your arms ! 


— 


WS at a at Se gn 


Such 


or ORIGINAL POEMS. 141 


Such ſhall thy happineſs, O FRE D'RIc, be, 

Thou glorious pattern of a perfect king; 

And ſuch the recompenſing heaven of thoſe, 

The happy few, in bleſs'd obſcurity | 

Who paſs their days; whom Gabriel pointing out, 
When in his filent rounds, unto his mates | 
Will ſay, ** There is the man who at all times 

Acts as becometh an immortal ſpirit.” 

Such is the life that's worthy of a man, 

And ſuch the life that God himſelf applauds. 
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The Fate of Casar. 


By the author of DouGLas. 


S penſive on my bed I lay, 

1 And mus'd the midnight hours away; 
My boſom glowing with thoſe fires 4 
Which Shakeſpear's magic page inſpires; 
The moon, whoſe waning, ſcanty light, 
Gave dubious objects to the ſight, 

Beneath a cloud retir'd her ray, 
And wrapt in gloom the chamber lay; 
Winds wav'd along the lengthen'd wall, 
The cricket ſhriek'd his thrilling call; 
The dead-watch click'd the ſick man's knell, 
And dogs ſent forth their boding yell ; 
Quick beat my pulſe, my ſoul was tun'd 
ch To ſympathize with ev'ry ſound: 
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When from the room's moſt darkſome ſide, 
I ſaw a pompous image glide ; 

Looſe from him flow'd the Roman gown, 
His brows inveſted with a crown ; 

His red right arm a ſceptre bore, 
And regal pride his aſpect wore. 

But when his ſteps approach'd more near, 
I mark'd his features daſh'd with fear: 

I faw, beneath his purple robe, 

His breaſt with bitter anguiſh throb. 
His cruel eye around he caſt, 

Then rais'd his arm, and ſtruck his breaſt; 
With afpe& ſtrange his robe he tore, 
And daſh'd his ſceptre on the floor. 
Intent I gazed to deſcry, 

If ought ſubſtantial took his eye. 

With deep amaze I then beheld 

'The air around with figures fill'd : 
Conſpicuous far above the reſt, 

The form of VIx Tus ſtood confeſt ; 
And, hand in hand with her, a fair 

Of haughtier mien, and fiercer air, 
Whoſe eyes flaſh'd with indignant flame; 
'44 *['was LipzrTY, the peerleſs dame. 
1 From their regard the tyrant turn'd, 
1 And with convulſive anguiſh burn'd ; 
# While Fazzpom, with reſentment red, 
Menac'd revenge upon his head, 
And gaily lifting up her hand, 
She pointed to a diſtant band. 
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My eager eye her arm purſu'd, 
And ſoon the awful preſence view'd. 


| In cloſe divan the heroes ſtood ; 


Stern, yet untroubled was their mood: 
On each conſiderate viſage ſat, 

Reſolve, that conquers chance or fate: 
Yet one there ſeem'd the chief of all, 
Pale was his cheek, his ſtature tall; 

Midſt ſtorms and tempeſts fit to reign, 
His port was honour and diſdain ; 
Frowning, he bent his black eyebrow, 
And prying look'd the tyrant thro? : 

Near him a hero more humane, 

Of ſober air, and gentle ſtrain, 

With pitying look great CæsAR ey'd, 
And at his own firm purpoſe ſigh'd. 

Then from their ſwords a gleam of light 
I faw, and trembled at the ſight : 
The victim fell, the tyrant dy'd, 

And Freedom ! Freedom loud was cry'd. 
Impatient there I join'd the ſcream, 

And, ſtarting, found 'twas all a dream, 
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The SHEPHER D's LIFE preferred, 


* 


Initated from the Greek of Moſchus. 


Hen weſtern breezes fan the ſhore, 
And gently ſwell the azure wave; 
I yield unto the ſoft'ning pow'r : 
(The muſe's tranſports then would grieve). 


When loud the thick*ning tempeſts fly, 
Enrage, and daſh the foaming floods ; 
From the rude ſcene I trembling hie, 
And plunge into the ſafer woods. 


Nor ſea, nor deaf*ning din, is there, 
The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe ; 
J hear it ſounding from afar ; 
It ſings or murmurs through the trees. 


A fiſherman I would not live, 
Who labours in the pathleſs deep; 
Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 
Whoſe dwelling is a brittle ſhip. 
Let me my bleating ewes attend, 
(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſs'd, as they); 
With them my morning-ſteps Ill bend, 
With them [I'll wait the cloſing day. 
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Now, 
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Now, underneath a plane-tree laid, | 
Or careleſs by a lulling ſtream, 


Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, 
Or ſweetly fink into a dream. 


NY Tt ft Tt MMM ft fy ft bd 
Deſcription of a MAY MORNING. 


Tranſlated from Gawin DovcLas Biſhop of 
Dunkeld. Prefixed to his tranſlation of Vircit. . 


By the late Mr JeROM STONE. 


 UroRra, joyful harbinger of day, 
Now from the ſkies had chas'd the ſtars away; 
The moon was ſunk beneath the weſtern ſtreams, 
And Venus? orb was ſhorn of half its beams ; 
Within Cyllenius? cave the goddeſs flew, 
And fiery Mars his livid light withdrew ; 
Stern Saturn's orb, now ſtript of all its fire, 
Was forc'd from fight of mortals to retire, 
And in remoter regions ſent to rove, 
Behind the bright revolving world of Jove : 
Ill-boding owls, afraid to view the light, 
Fled under covert, to prolong their night : 
While fair Aurora, great Tithonus' ſpouſe, 
Sprung from her ſaffron bed, and iv'ry houſe, 
The windows of her palace to diſcloſe, 
berfum'd with balm, and many a fragrant roſe ; 
Yau. IF, N Pure 
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Pure crimſon dyes the goddeſs limbs o'erſpread, 
A purple fringed tiar deck'd her head, 

As wide ſhe op'd the portals 'of the fies, 
And bade new light upon the world ariſe. 

The orient gleam'd with ſtreamers manifold, 
And pour'd forth rays of azure mix'd with gold, 
That pierc'd the ſable mantle of the night, 

And baniſh'd darkneſs from all mortals fight. 


Array'd with fiery harneſs, Phebus' ſteed 

Above the ocean rais'd his radiant head, 

By Phaeton laſh'd before his father's car, 

Whoſe influence gladdens heav'n, and earth, and air, 
And while he bade the gloomy fhades retire, 

From his fierce noſtrils darts the living fire. 


Mean time, bedeck'd in gorgeous rich array, 
Bearing aloft the blazing torch of day, 
All- glorious Phœbus, wondrous to behold, 
Sprung from his palace, crown'd with gems and gold. 
His face was with eternal beauty fair, | 
Bright as the chryſolite his heav'nly hair, 
And from his head ſuch ſtreams of radiance riſe, 

As could not be endur'd by mortal eyes. | | 
A flood of glory burſts his eyes between, 980 
To purge the air, and gild the tender green, 6 
His lofty throne its, genial aſpects pours, 

And all heav'n's influence deſcends in ſhow'rs. 1 


Before the grandeur of the glorious king, 
Freſh fragrant vapours ſweet as incenſe ſpring, | 1 
| | 6. | Which 
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Which chang'd to dews, and fleecy clouds, again 
Deſcend in balmy ſhow'rs upon the plain. | 
The ſplendors of his throne's refulgent beams, 
With mingling glories, gild the ocean's ſtreams, 
And ev'ry flood reſplendent flames with day, 
Touch'd with one glance of his celeſtial ray. 


T was bliſs ecftatic to my wond'ring mind, 
To view the peaceful ſea, and ſettled wind, 
ne ſeaſon ſoft, the firmament ſerene, 

Th illumin'd air, and floods with glory green. 
The ſilver fiſhes, to avoid the heat, 

Glide *thwart the ſtreams in queſt of a retreat, 
Sportive, their quiv'ring tails, and fins, diſplay, 
And cut with many a maze their watry way. 
O'er all the ſhore ten thouſand colours riſe 

With mingled radiance, grateful to the eyes, 
And ev'ry hank with varied beauty gleams 
Through the reflection of the morning- beams. 


Fair Flora all her blooming treaſure ſpreads 
Beneath the feet of Sol's refulgent ſteeds: 
Th' embroider'd meadows ſmile with heav'nly hues, 
And foreſts wave umbrageous with their boughs ; 
Their boughs, which painted in thick ſhadows play 
On rocks, now ruddy with the morning-ray ; 
And towns, and caſtles, with high turrets crown'd, 
| By their own ſhades, ftood pourtray'd on the ground. 


The foil, now dreading Boreas' blaſts no more, 
To catch the zephyrs open'd ev'ry pore ; KD 
| | | N 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe genial inſpiration cloth'd the plain 
In a gay garment of the new-ſprung grain. 
While plants and flow'rs ſo roſe from ev'ry clod, 
'The fields all wonder'd whence ſuch plenty flow'd. 


The god of gardens, and the pow'r of grain, 
With rapture view'd ſuch increaſe of the plain, 
With joy beheld their treaſures fill the land, 

And thank'd the bounty of kind Nature's hand. 


'The varicus verdure of the Joaded vale 
© Oferſpreads the furrows, and each fragrant dale 
Adorn'd with variegated foliage, glow'd, 
And ev'ry branch beneath its bloſſoms bow'd. 


Such the bleſs'd influence of the heav'nly dew, 
That faſt as flocks could feed the verdure grew, 
And when the herds had brows'd a ſummer's day, 
*T'was not perceiv'd that ought was cropt away. 


The bloſſoms that adorn'd the garden-ground, | 
In the refreſhing beams a refuge found ; 
The walls were all with creeping ivy clad, 
And fair the hawthorn look'd, with blooms o'erſpread. 
Amid the foliage of the well-prop'd vine, 
The new-form'd infant-grapes began to ſhine, 
While leaves and op'ning buds on ev'ry fide 
I) be tapeſtry of Nature's hand diſplay'd. 
Each ſhrub, and buſh, o'er all the fragrant plain, 
Fill'd with freſh vigour by the balmy rain, | 
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Smil'd, as if ſtruck with wonder and ſurpriſe, 

To ſee their blooms diſplay ſuch various dyes ; 
Purple, or red, or azure, theſe were ſeen, 

And thoſe, or brown, or pale, or gray, or green; 
Here ſome their blue and ſanguine leaves unfold, 
There heav'nly tinctur'd ſome, and ſome like gold; 
Here ſweet cerulean colours charm the eyes, 

And yonder white with crimſon blended lies : 

The daiſy ſpreads abroad her little crown, 

And op'ning flow'rs let all their fragrance down: 
Here trefoil and ranunculus entwine, 

There flow'rs-de-luce and duſky columbine ; 

Soft camomile in yonder corner grows, 

And there the clover joins the damaſk roſe. 

Soft velyet downs on the dandelion ſpring, 

Fair ſnow-white blooms on the ſtrawberries hing; 
The vi'lets here their azure folds diſplay, 

The yellow crocus there, and primroſe gay. 

The crimſon roſe juſt op'ning to the eye, 

Affords a glance of its vermilion dye; 

While others near, in riper beauty ſpread, 

From golden boughs their ſpicy fragrance ſned. 
The curling lilies, fair as winter's ſnow, 

Unfold, and all their glowing beauties ſhow; 

Soft balmy vapours from. their filken tops 

Diſtil in ſweet ambroſial honey-drops ; 

And ſilver threads, by ſtern Arachne ſpun, 
Depend from ev'ry leaf, and glitter in the ſun, 


Each bud, and flow'er, o'er all the fertile ground, 


Hung full of pearly dew-drops all around. 
| N 3 Each 
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Each herb, and ſhrub, each ſcion, bud, and bloom, 

Receiv'd the balmy moiſture in its womb, 

By heat concottive, ſpeedy to produce, 
For buſy bees, full ſtore of ne&'rous juice. 


Exhal'd by force of Phœbus' genial ray, 
From ev'ry root freſh odours forc'd their way, 
Whole ſmell more health and vigour could impart 
Than all inventions of the doctor's art. 
Fragrant as ſpice, or aromatic gums, 

Myrrh, aloes, cinnamon, or rich perfumes, 
Choice ointments, or the moſt alluring draught 
Of coſtlieſt drug, from fartheſt India brought. 


Twas ſweeter than Ely ſium to behold 
The gardens gay, the ficids all green and gold, 
In beauty ſmiling all th' enamel'd meads, 
And ſwans majeſtic floating through the reeds, 
Seeking a place, the lakes and floods among, 
To build their neſts, and rear their tender young. 


Phcebus? red bird, with coral creſt endow'd, 
Oft ſtretching forth his plumage, crow'd aloud, 
Exulting through the buſhes as he roves, 

In queſt of food, attended by his loves. 


The peacock, of his beauty juſtly vain, 
Diſplay'd the honours-of his ſtarry train, 
Like Iris“ bow, compos'd of mingling dyes, 
And radiant-Rill with Argus' hundred eyes. 


Among 
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Among the olive-twigs, with ardent care, 
The birds their artful habitations rear, 
Or on the thick*ning hedge, or ſhady groves, 
Rejoice, and ſing in concert with their loves. 


The villain ſpider, gloomily withdrawn, 
Within the window's corner weaves his lawn, 
Of ſnareful texture, where he hid may lie, 
And ruſh with fury on th' intangled fly. 


Dry clouds of duſt ariſe in ev'ry ftreet, 
And ravens gafp beneath the fervent heat. 


Deep in the boſom of th” incloſed ground, 
Midſt ſhades, and vales, the raging bucks are found, 
And panting harts retire in mingling droves, 

To ſeek the covert of the thickeſt groves ; 

There, red of hue, and fleeter than the wind, 
Her ſpeckled offspring nurs'd the tender hind, 
The kids purſue the roes athwart the lawn, 

And the dun doe is follow'd by the fawn. 

On greens, and op'ning glades, the little lambs, 
All fat and fair, run bleating to their dams ; 
Round the plump heifer ſports her lowing care, 
And fatneſs clothes the herds in glitt'ring hair. 


Along the margin of the briny waves, 
Or where the pleaſing ſtream the verdure laves, 
In ſportive crouds the jocund nymphs repair, 
And knit freſh garlands for their flowing hair. 
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In ſport and glee, they joyful dance around, 
While with their ſongs the hills and dales reſound. 
One ſings, —** The ſhip now cuts the foaming ſea, 
Will bring my merry lover home to me.“ 
Another, — Cares ſhall ne'er my boſom move, 
My heart relies on ſuch a virtuous love.“ 
Hard by, of am'rous youths a penſive train, 
To vent their woes, in mutual ſighs complain. 
Whiſp'ring their cares, they ſpend the morn in grief, 
And ſeek in ſongs, or ſighs, to find relief. 

Some try with artful lays their nymphs to move, 
And ſome on airy viſtons feed their love ; 

While others, ſunk amid conſummate wo, 
Deſpair, and find it hell where-&er they go. 

But ſome, content with an impurer flame, 

Make brothels and debauch'ry all their aim ; 

Or with their vite companions ſpend the hours, 
To tell the ſtory of their lewd amours. 

But theſe baſe actions they with pleaſure tell, 

Are dark as winter, and are black as hell; 

Not like this glorious ſeaſon of the ſpring, 

When pureſt joys inſpire each living thing, 
When men, and beaſts, untainted paſſions move, 
And ev'ry boſom glows with lawful love. 


Lo! on each bough, with blooms and verdure hung, 


Nature's muſicians tune the tender tongue ! 
Hark, how their accents ſtrike the trembling air! 
How ev'ry creature ſings away its care! 

The tuneful thruſh with Philomela vies, 

And from the blackbird's throat ſoft ſounds ariſe ; 
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In varied notes the ſtarling tells his love, 

And plaintive ſtrains break from the cooing dove; 
In the wall's cleft the ſparrow chirps and ſings, - 
And with the finch and linnet æther rings! 

In ſimple ſounds the quail and cuckoo cries, - 

And round the vales ten thouſand echoes riſe : 
While tender twigs all tremble on the trees, 


Through ſong of birds, and humming of the bees. 


Hark, with what ſounds of heav'nly harmony, 
The lark melodiouſly aſcends the ſky, 
Eager with heart- affecting ſtrains to ſing 
The praiſe of nature, and of nature's King! 
Nature, and nature's King, her ſongs employ, 
And my ſoul melted with exceſs of joy; 
While join'd by little birds on ev'ry ſpray, 
She pour'd this rapture to the lord of day. 


Hail! glorious ſun, whoſe rays all nature cheer ! 


Hail! ſource of light, and ruler of the year; 
Hail! nouriſher of herbs that clothe the fields, 


Hail! quick'ner of each flow'r that fragrance yields; 


Hail! blefs'd ſupport of ev'ry root and vein, 
Hail! comforter of ev*ry fruit and grain; 
Hail! welfare of the peaſants at the ploughs, 


Hail! kind repairer of woods, trees, and boughs ; 


Hail! heav'nly painter of the blooming meads, 
Hail! life and ſoul of ev'ry thing that feeds, 


By whoſe bleſs'd pow'r, all life with offspring teems ; 
Hail! glorious ſun ! all hail ! refreſhing beams! 
Bright 
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Bright image of heay'n's Sov' reign in the ſky, 14 
Reproaching thoſe in ſhameful ſloth who lie. V 
| 5 | H 
And at this word, in chamber where I lay, A 
On the ninth pleaſant morn of temp'rate May, A 
Now tir'd of ſleep, I ſprung upon my feet, Y 
Eager this tedious verſion to complete, Ws 
And to behold the coming of the king, Q 
Which was ſo joyful to each worldly thing. T 
Now by his face, with radiant glories ſpread, [ 
Beaming triumphant o'er the mountain's head, 5 
While heav'nly rays illumin'd all the eaſt, A 
I knew the fourth hour of the morn was paſt ; 1 
And thought I would no longer lie in May, * 
Nor loſe one moment of ſo fine a day; 
Left Phœbus' beams, which made all nature glad, 4 


Should blame my ſloth, for ſlumb'ring long in bed. 
For Progne, mindful of her ancient wo, 
Her ſad complaint had ended long ago; 
Sweet Philomela, fmiſhing her lay, 
All fearful, to the green wood wing' d her way; 
And AÆſacus, for fair Heſperia ſad, | 
In doleful penance mourn'd the hapleſs maid. 
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The turtle, ever faithful to her flame, | 
Bade lovers riſe to ſerve the Paphian dame: * 
Awake! ſhe cries, your earlieſt voice employ, 
To praiſe the queen, who fills my heart with joy ; 
From every care, but hers alone, be free, 

And learn true love and conſtancy from me. 


Her 
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Her neck ſhe wanton'd as her tale ſhe told, 

Which flam'd with azure plumage, mix*d with gold; 
Her plumage at each motion chang'd its hue, 

And ſhone ſucceſſive, purple, green, or blue. 

And while ſuch beauties round her boſom move, 
She ſung, I am come here to court my love. 

Such eager force her little breaſt diſplays, 

Quiv'ring in broken notes her wanton lays, . 

That, with the ſound of her laſcivious cry, 

[ weary'd of my bed, and could not lie; 

But breath'd a pray'r, then on my garments flung, 
And as the bell for matins. was not rung, 

I ſnatch'd my quill, and chearfully ſat down, 

With this laſt book the Mantuan ſong to crown. 
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SAP PH O's ODE to VENUS. 

Tranſlated from the original Greek, 
| By a STUDENT. 
C Oft, ſmiling Venvs, heavenly fair, 
To whom our lofty temples riſe, 

Who gently lay'ſt the ſecret ſnare - 

In which the bleeding lover dies; 


Propitious power! my ſoul inſpire, 
And ſhield from ev'ry danger nigh ; 


i A COLLECTION 


Deſcend, and tune my warbling lyre, 
If &er thou heardſt a lover's cry. 


Thou, who haſt left th' immortal 3 
To ſooth my drooping ſoul to reſt, 

O!] hear once more my gentle ſong, | 
And ſweetly calm my glowing breaſt. 


Thus, while T ſung, to eaſe my care, 
The heav'nly goddeſs left the ſkies ; 

While ſparrows drew the floating car, 
Her dazzling glories bleſs'd mine eyes, 


Then, with a ſoft, inviting ſmile: 
What fears thy tender thoughts controul ? 
Why call'ſt thou me? —What hopes beguile ? 
What wiſhes fill thy melting ſoul ! 


Why 1s my fair a prey to wo? 

Why ſtreams with grief that ſparkling eye? 
Why muſt thy heaving boſom glow ? 

O! tell, my Sappho, tell me why. 


If of the falſe, deluding youth, 
My lovely charmer now complains, 
Soon he'll reward thy ſteady truth, 
And take the gifts he now diſdains. 


If now he ſhuns theſe longing arms, 
Soon will he own your mighty ſway, 

Adore theſe ſweet, reſiſtleſs charms; 

And all your ſoft commands obey. 
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O! chou who heardſt my penſive ſighs, 


Behold my copious ſorrows flow, 
Leave once again thy native ſkies, 
And ſhield my drooping ſoul from wo. 


ALCIDA and DIANA. A PasTok ar. 


From 


He 


he Spaniſh of Gil Polo's Diana Enamorada. 


fam'd Guidiana's filver water ſpreads- 
Through fair Iberia's flow'r-enamell'd meads, 


What time the ſun rode brighteſt o'er the plains, 
Two ſhepherdeſſes try'd the ſylvan ſtrains ; 


There to the ſhelter of a grove retir'd, 


They ſung alternate what the muſe inſpir'd. 


Alc. While ſultry Phœbus darts a burning ray, 
And maids in bands by ſhady fountains ſtray ; 
While chirping graſhoppers the thickets ſhun, 
And frolic, blithſome, in the noon-day ſun, 


Far ſhepherdeſs, with muſic fill the grove, 


Such muſic as the gracious Heav'n may move 
T' approve thy numbers, and conſenting, pour 


Upon the parched mead the filent ſhow'r. 


Dia. While now the ſun flames in the front of heav'n, 
And half from eaſt to weſt his car has driv'n; 
While round the lab'rer's head his beams he plies, 


And the unfiniſh'd furrow glowing lies; 
Vor. II. 
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Harmonious to the ſtream that glides along, 
Awake thy voice, and raife the tuneful ſong. 
While thy ſoft lays ſhall ſo melodious flow, 
No wind with .ruffian blaſt ſhall rudely blow; 
But only zephyrs' gentle pow'r prevail, 

To breathe a ſweetneſs o'er the flow'ry dale. 


Alc. Pure cryſtal brook, whoſe current ſmoothly glides, 
Here on thy banks eternal ſpring abides. 
The fields where-c'er thy gay meanders turn, 
Fair lilies grace, and vary'd pinks adorn. 
May ne'er the ſun invade with fiery beams, 
To blaſt thy fountain, and to dry thy ſtreams, 
May no neglected flock with wand'ring pace 
The brightneſs of thy watry glaſs deface; 
Nor to thy ſhades the flighted lover come, 
To make thy rocks refound his wretched doom. 


Dia. Ye flow'ry lawns, ye lofty, hills around, 
Vith ſtately trees and humbler buſhes crown'd, 
About whoſe roots the gaudy herbage glows, 
And Nature all her beauteous painting ſhows ; 
May thy aſpiring foreſts e'er remain 
Unhurt by winter's deſolating train. 

May they fill flouriſh in eternal green, 

Ne'er on their leaves the waſte of froſts be ſeen; 
Nor may the raging Dog: ſtar's fury ſpoil 

The verdant face of this delicious ſoil. 


Alc. Here, far from court, and far from baleful ſtiiſe, 


The humble ſhepherd leads a joyful life. 
; : In 
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In ſome low hut retir'd, with pcace we dwell, 
Hard by the margin of a murm'ring rill, | 
Where little ſongſters warble through the ſhade, 
And flow'rs around their balmy odours ſpread ; 
While on each wood, each hill, and ample plain, 
A general ſmile and roſy ſweetneſs reign. 


Dia. Here the foft whiſp'ring of the gentle breeze, 
That fans the glade, and ſhakes the leafy trees, 
Yields more delight, than when in city meet, 
With ruſtling ſilk, and din of founding feet, 
The courtly dames, where all their boaſted joys 
re nought but folly, vanity, and noiſe ; 
While ev'ry count'nance wears a borraw'd ſmile, 
And ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue beguile. 


hi No trace of bold ambition here is ſeen, 
Nor av'rice watching gold with haggard mien. 
No ſhepherd here aſpires at large eſtate, 
Nor courts the ſmiles and favours of the great. 
Exempt from Paſſion's arbitrary ſway, 
On downy feet his minutes ſteal away. 
Here Juſtice too attends the injur'd's call, 
If on the weak th' oppreſſor's hand ſhould fall. 


Dia. No humble ſhepherd ploughs the watry main, 
To new-found ſeas, in queſt of ſordid gain ; 
Nor meaſures leagues to India's diſtant ſhore, 
To gather thouſands of a faithleſs ore: 
For here the toiling hind lives as content, 
As he whoſe bags receives his early rent, 
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Thus ſung the maidens, till departing day 
Peep'd through the golden clouds with feeble ray. 
Homeward they hy'd, and drove their flocks along, 


'To-morrow to renew their rural ſong. 
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The FLY and TROUT, 


Omnes eodem cogimur. 


8 near yon ſtream, the other day, 
Sooth'd by the murm'ring current's play, 


| I choughtleſs ftroll'd along; 
Behold ! of largeſt growth, a fly 


Adown the ſtream came glifning by, 


The ſmaller flies among. 


In ſportive air it ſpread the ſail, 
And, o'er the reſt, the flying gale 

It caught with ſeeming pride ; 
Swiftly it ſkims the cryſtal waves, 
Now in the purling eddy laves, 

More ſmocthly now it glides, 


What joy! it ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay, 


Thus on the ſparkling ſtream to play, 
And quit the fields of air; 


How dull, becauſe on wings they riſe, | 


Is yonder croud of vulgar flies, 
Jo float for ever there! 


Hon. od. 3. b. 2. 
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Still let the timid ſordid crew 
The ſame old beaten track purſue, 
Nor tempt one new delight; 
I dare to live, to live I know, = 
And graſp at ev'ry joy below; 
No fancy'd ills affright. 


While thus he tun'd his idle ſong, 
Borne by the cryſtal ſtream along, 
A trout deſcry'd the prize; 
And upward darting, ſwift as thought, 
The vain, the boaſting inſect caught; 
The boaſting inſect dies. 


I mark'd his fate, I ſmote my breaſt ; 
Deep be the leſſon there impreſt, 

Which thus my genius gave: 
The wretch who quits the path aſſign'd, 
To taſte forbidden joy, ſhall find 

New ways to reach the grave. 


FFC 
To Mr JoHN HOME. 


RIT AN NIA, huſh, thy martial wrath appeaſe ; 
Be lull'd the trumpet's brazen voice to peace; 
A while let ev'ry warrior quit the field, 
And his rude toils to ſofter pleaſures yield : 
And thou, BrrTanN1a, leave all mortal things, 
And gracious liſten, for thy darling ſings.— 
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—— Or rather let thy martial ſpirit blaze, 

And ev'ry warrior's ſoul to glory raiſe , 

Let all thy genius ev'ry breaſt inflame 

With virtue, and the thirſt of virtuous fame : 

For lo! thy Home commands, and, to thine eyes 
Thy ſons, thine ancient ſons, once more ariſe ; 
Once more they ſhine in all their glory bright, | 
And, while each boſom kindles at the ſight, 

Each Briton catches the heroic fire, 

Which only thou, O goddeſs ! canſt infpire. 
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Hail, mighty bard ! whoſe harmony divine 
Calls up the hero from the hallow'd ſhrine ; 
Breathes in his boſom honour's ſacred flame, 
Which runs from breaſt to breaſt, and lights the ſame, 
Till, as his ſoul high tow'rs, or droops in wo, 
The rapt breaſt burns, and forrow's ſluices flow; 
Inchantment ftrange creates, and moves the whole, 
Then ſtamps the human virtues on the fout. 


Such ſecret power the heav'nly Nine impart, 
To lead, from wave to wave, the human heart, 
Which, on the magic tide, ftill floats along, 
Now ſinks, now riſes, with the various ſong ; 

In pity melts, now burns with virtue's ſire: 
And ſuch the pow'r thy lays, great bard, inſpire. 


O! then, while all the muſes fire thy breaſt, 
Yield to the muſes Britain's kind beheſt; - 
Summon the mighty dead, who've too long ſlept, 
Nor by the muſes; nor by Britons wept ; 
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Again our fires heroic virtues ſhow, 
Again command the filial tear to flow, 
Till, by thy pious. care, each hero's name 
Shall riſe, like DoveGLas, to eternal fame. 


dee 
VERSES upon IN VERAMv. 
By the author of DovcLas. 


| Ttracted by the ſapient monarch's fame, 
To Sion's hill the fair Sabzan came ; 

There, emulous, beheld, with piercing eyes, 
The glorious ſtate of Solomon the wile. 
She ſaw her thoughts ſurpaſs'd : o'erpow'r'd, ſhe itgh'd, 
And her proud heart within her boſom dy'd. 
Enough, ſhe ſaid ; Fame magnify'd of old, 
Bat half thy ſplendor, Prince ! ſhe never told. 
So when I came,- mov'd by a gracious ſmile, 
To the proud Lebanon of great ARGYLL ; 
Enthuſiaſt I, who love the Delphic ſtrain, 
And fondly follow in the Muſes' train 
The works of Nature and ARGYLL [| ſaw, 
Whoſe works are wonders. 'Touch'd with ſacred awe, 
My adoration to the Mule I paid, - 
And begg'd, for ſuch a theme, celeſtial aid. 
High on a hill, the Queen ot Verſe, ſerene 
Beheld the vaſtneſs of the various ſcene: 


_ To 
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The Queen of Verſe, like Sheba's princeſs, ſigh'd, 
And thus deſponding, my requeſt deny'd : 
Bid thou mankind come hither and admire ! 
She ſaid, and ſadly ſilent dropt the lyre. 


DDr 


To the Author of the preceding poem. 


Ngenious bard! who wond'ring tribute paid, 
When thou the works of great AxGYILI furvey'd; 
Well might the charming ſcene thy boſom fire, 
Where Art with Nature mutually conſpire, 
To pleaſe th* admiring eye. Grateful the toil, 
When but to prune the bough, or till the ſoil. 
| Wouldf thou his half-creative pow'r behold, 
Like Sheba's Queen, view what remains untold ? 
Go ſee the WHIM / where groves and verdant fields, 
And Ceres now her golden plenty yields. 
Canals with gilded carp ſo richly ſtor'd, | 
Might daily give to cram an Engliſh Lord, 
And grace the landlord's hoſpitable board. 
But beſt of all, to bleſs the planter”s care, | 
Exotics flouriſh as in native air, | 
There proud Libanus with New England vies, 
And thouſand various trees delight the eyes. 
From ſlothful ſad degen'racy retriev'd, 
See mother Earth to fertil'ty reviv'd. _ 
Sweet InpusTRY ! what numbers there do feel 
Thy bleſs'd effect, the trueſt patriot zeal ! 


To 


1 
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To clothe the naked, and the hungry feed, 
Thy aim, ARGYLL, to give the lab'rer bread. . 
May He great Heav'n's reward of virtue prove, 
Long live on earth, be ever bleſs'd aboye. 


$5493 + $5536 N C. 65 +034 d 
EPIGRAM on a pair of CLERGYMEN. 
By the ak nf DovcLas. 


Smile, my eaſy friend, at you, 
And your immenſe ſurpriſe, 
To ſee the Player Prieſt aſcend, 
While low the Poet hes. 


In Life's deluſive ſcene, the Bard 
Diſdainful mocks at Art: ; 

The fly Comedian, maſt on maſk, 
Perſiſts to ac à part. 


2 — as, F 


PROLOGUE on the Birthday of the 
Prince of WALES. 1759. 


By the Jame. 
Ith heart and head light as the nimble air, 


From full libations to Britannia's heir, 
 _ Yaur 
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Your Garrick comes. O for a muſe of fire, 
Whoſe glowing verſe might anſwer my defire ; 
And paint the joy due to this glorious day, 
Which marks our Prince mature for future ſway ! 
Mature in years, in virtue ripe before: | 
Science has taught the Royal Youth her lore ; 
Pointed the path to which his heart inclin'd, 
And fix'd the generous purpoſe of his mind; 
Avow'd his purpoſe, and confeſs'd his aim, 
On Freedom's baſe to build a monarch's fame; 
To ſtand the regal guardian of the laws, | 
And make the public good the prince's cauſe. 


This joyful day Britannia's foes deplore ; 

Your ſhouts of triumph ſhake the Gallic ſhore. 

From Liberty our iſland-empire roſe ; 
To Liberty her might Britannia owes, 
'This 1s the proud palladium of the ſtate, 
The monarch's grandeur and the people's fate. 
In vain ſhall rival potentates combine, 
And fickle Auſtria with proud Bourbon join ; 
Britain the bulwark of the world ſhall ftand, 
Whilſt Freedom's ſtrength ſuſtains a ſcepter'd hand. 


Our aged King, whoſe length of days, renown, 
And the warm love of grateful Britons, crown, 
Long, with his people, mourn'd the fatal blow 
That laid his ſon, the hope of nations, low ; 
Now, through the cares that age and greatneſs know, 
A ſmile paternal ſmooths the monarch's brow ; 
5 From 
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From his own ſtock he ſees the branch ariſe, 
A native plant, to bloom in Britaia's ſkies. 


Long may the parent tree his arms extend, 
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And long, with ſhelt'ring ſhade, his race defend; 
Long may his ſubjects bleſs their monarch's ſway, 


And oft return the Prince's natal day. 


E 


By the ſame. 


Aughty and fierce the Caledonian ſtood ; 
Old was his mutton, and his claret good. 
Let him drink port, an Engliſh ſtateſman cried ; 
He drank the poiſon, and his ſpirit died. 


doch ec ccf fc RCN. 
On reading the Declaration of War in 1736. 


By Mr aus BEATTIE. 


Hile Peace uprear'd aloft her graceful head, 
| And o'er the world her balmy bleſſings ſhed : 


While laurel'd Science flouriſh'd in her reign : 


While undiſturb'd the merchant plough'd the main ; 


Wide o'er the trackleſs ocean ply'd the oar, 
And fraught with treaſure gain'd his native ſhore 


*. 


While 
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While Britons, bleſs'd beyond the human race, 
Enjoy'd the ſweets of liberty and peace; 
Prun'd the rich vineyard with the uſeleſs ſpear, 
And the broad falchion beat into a ſhare : 
While in the peaceful vale the happy ſwains 
_ TijI'd the fat glebe, and reap'd the honeft gains; 
And graceful youths with blooming maids were ſeen 
In mazy dance glide ſwift along the green; 
Or rais'd to rapture, Peace and Plenty ſung ; 
With Peace and Plenty ev'ry valley rung: 
The trumpet's angry clang was heard no more, 
No hoſtile cannon thunder'd round the ſhore, 
Nor were our ſlumbers broke by War's alarms, 
Nor the wide champaign gleam'd with glitt'ring arms: 
While happy proſpects bleſs'd our raviſh'd eyes, 
See, unprovok'd, th' ambitious Gaul ariſe. 
See, Britons, ſee, before the faithleſs Gaul 
What provinces lie waſte, what numbers fall ! 
Murders and monſtrous cruelty prevail, 
And ſcarce one left to tell th amazing tale! 

What puiltleſs blood has ſtain'd Americ's ſhore ! 
What black barbarity, unhear'd before, 
Has ſpread around its more than brutal rage, 
Has ſpar'd nor tender youth nor ſtooping age 
All grim in blood ſee the deſtroying foe 
Pour on, exulting at the ſcenes of wo ! 
See, all around the raging flames ariſe, 
And ſend the village blazing to the ſkies ! 
See the ſoft virgin in proud triumph born, 


The infant from its mother's boſom torn, 
. D aſh'd 
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Daſh'd with unpitying hands againſt the floor, 

Its quiv'ring members ſwim in tides of gore! — 
Hark !—grov'ling in the duſt the father's groan ! 
The childleſs mother's unavailing moan, 

The piercing ſhries, the ſhrill bewailing cry, 

Join'd to the victor's ſhouts, invade the rending fcy. 


Fir'd by your country's wrongs, ariſe to arms, 
Ye brave, whoſe breaſts a Britiſh ſpirit warms ! 
Defend the beſt of kings, your rights aſſert, 

And let the faithleſs find their juſt deſert. 

Hawk E and Boseawen! clad in terrors, go, 
And hurl red vengeance on the treach'rous foe. 

Far as the ſea extends his watry reign, | 
Tell to the world, Bi TAN NIA rules the main; 
Proclaim, that, by the fix*d decree of Heav'n, 
To her the empire of the ſea was giv'n: 

This ſend in thunder to each hoſtile ear, 

Let haughty nations tremble when they hear. 

Go, firſt of heroes! prove your matchleſs might, 
Your ſouls undaunted in the rage of fight : 

With vengeance juſt purſue your country's foes, 
With vengeance due to ſad Americ's woes. 
dee, ſee ! thoſe murder'd ghoſts ariſe to view, 

Point to their goary wounds, and call on you! 
Defac'd with blood ſee the ſad train ariſe ! 

Pale, ghaſtly Horror ſtares tremendous in their eyes! 


O thon gerne ! whoſe hand the thunder ſorms, 
Wings the red lizhtning, and awakes the forms ; 
Vol. II. P | Whoſe 
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Whoſe word or lays the peaceful waves aſleep, 
Or into mountains hezyes the roaring deep; 

At whoſe command the kingdoms riſe and fall, 
Whoſe awful nod o'erturns the trembling ball; 
Makes horrid war and boiſt'rous tumult ceaſe, 
And glads the nations with the ſweets of peace! 
With great ſucceſs O crown our juſt deſign, 
And let thy face upon our armies ſhine ; 

In the dread day of danger and diſmay, 
Propitious point to victory the way; 

Still War's alarms once more, and let thy ſmile 
With peace and plenty crown Ba IT ANNI As iſle. 


VVV 


The Earl MARISCHAI's Welcome to 


his native Country. An Op x. 


Attempted in the manner of PiN DAR. 


By Mr James MacenersoN. 


Was when the full-ear'd harveſt bow'd 


Beneath the merry reaper's hand ; 
When here the plenteous ſheafs were ſtrew'd, 
And there the corns nod o'er the land ; | 
When, on each fide, the loaden'd ground, 


Breathing her ripen'd ſcents, the jovial ſeaſon crown'd, 


The villagers, all on the green, 
Th' arrival of their Lox p attend; 


The 
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The blitheſome ſhepherds haſte to join, 
And whiſtling from the hills deſcend ; 

Nor orphan nor lone widow mourns ; 
E'en hopeleſs lovers loſe their pains ; 

To-day their baniſh'd Lob returns, 
Once more to bleſs his native plains. 


Each hoary fire, with gladden'd face, 
Repeats ſome ancient tale; 
How he with Tyacis, at the chace, 
Hy'd o'er the hill and dale: 
Their hoary heads with rapture glow, 
While each to each repeats, 
How well he knew where ta beſtow, 
Was to oppreſſion ſtill a foe ; 
Still mixing with their praiſe his youthful feats. 
Then from the graſs Melanthas roſe, 
The arbitrator of the plains, 
And ſilent all ſtood fix'd to hear 
The Tityrus of Mernia's ſwains : 
For with the Muſe's fire his boſom glow'd, 
And eaſy from his lips the numbers flow*d. 


« Now the wiſh'd- for day is come, 

Our Lob reviews his native home; 

Now clear and ſtrong ideas riſe, 

And wrap my ſoul in eeſtaſies: 

Methinks I ſce that ruddy morn, 

When, waken'd by the hunter's horn, 
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I roſęe; and, by yon mountain's ſide, 
Saw TxReis and AchArEs ride; 
While floating by yon craggy brow 
The ſlowly ſcattering miſt withdrew : 
F faw the roe-buck croſs yon plain, 
Yon heathy feep I ſaw him gain; 
The hunters ſtill fly o'er the ground, 
Their ſhouts the diſtant hills reſound; : 
Punnoty r's tow'rs reſound the peal 
That echoes o'er the hill and dale: 
At length, what time the ploughman leads 
Home from the feld his weary ſteeds, 
At yon old tree the roe-buck fell: 
The huntſmens jocund mingled ſhouts his downfal tell. 


The mem'ry of thoſe happy days 
Still in my breaſt muſt tranſport raiſe; 
Thoſe happy days, when oft were ſeen 

The BxoTHers, marching o'er the green, 
With dog and gun,. while yet the night 
Was blended with the dawning light, 
When firſt the ſheep begin to bleat, 

And th' early kine riſe from their dewy ſeat,” 


Thus as he ſpoke, each youthful breaft 
Glows with wild ecſtafies ; 

In each eye rapture ſtands confeſt, 
Each thinks he flies along the mead, 
And manages the fiery ſteed, 

And hears the beagles cries. 


The 


7 


or ORIGINAL POEM'S. 273 
The ſage Melanthus now again 
Stretch'd forth his hand, and thus reſum'd the ſtrain. 


« Now my youthful heat returns, 
My breaſt with youthful vigour burns : 
Methinks I ſee that glorious day, 
When, to hunt the fallow-deer, 

Three thouſand march'd in grand array ; 

Three thouſand march'd'with bow and ſpear,- 
All in the light and healthy dreſs 

Our brave forefathers wore, 
In Kenneth's wars, and Bruce's days, 

And when the — fled their dreadful wrath of yore, 


| Or ev'ry hill, o'er ev'ry dale, 
All by the winding banks of Tay, 
Reſounds the hunter's chearful peal, 
Their armour glitt'ring to the day.“ 


Big with his joys of youth the old man ſtood — 
Dunnotyr's ruin'd tow'rs then caught his eye; — 
He ſtopp'd — and hung his head in penſive mood, 
And from his, boſom burſt th* unbidden figh, 
Then tu ning, with a warrior Icok, 
Shaking his hoary curls, the old man ſpoke: 


* Virtue, O Fortune! ſcorns thy pow'r; 
Thou canſt not bind her for an hour; 
Virtue ſhall ever ſhine; 
And endlets praiſe, her glorious dow'r, 
Shall bleſs her ſons divine. 
F- 3. 
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The kings of th' earth, with open arms, 
Th' illuſtrious ExiLEs hail : 

See! warlike Cyrus, great and wiſe, 

Demand, and follow their advice, 
And all his breaſt unvail. 


See ! pouring from their hills of ſnow, 
Nations of ſavages in arms; 
A deſert lies where-c'er they go, 
Before them march pale Terror and Alarms. 
The Princes of the South prepare 
Their thouſand thouſands for the war; 
Againſt thee, Cx Rus, they combine; 
The North and South their forces join 
To cruſh thee in the duſt: 
But thou art ſafe; AcyaTes draws 
His ſword with thine, and backs thy cauſe ; 
Yes, thou art doubly ſafe, thy cauſe is juſt. 


With dread the Turks have oft beheld 
His ſword wide waving o'er the field; 
As oft theſe ſons of carnage fled 

O'er mountains of their kindred dead. 


When all the fury of the fight 
With wrath redoubled rag'd ; 
When man to man, with giant-might; 
For all that's dear engag'd ; 
When all was thunder, ſmoke, and fire; : 
When from their native rocks the frighted ſprings re- 
tire: Fur 
- | | 'T was 
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Twas then, through ſtreams of ſmoke and blood, 


AcHraTEs mounts the city-wall ; 
Though wounded, like a god he ſtood, 
And at his feet the foes ſubmiſſive fall. 


Brave are the Goths, and fierce in fight; 
Yet theſe he gave to rout and flight : 
Proud when they were of victory, 
He ruſh'd on like a ſtorm, diſpers'd and weak they fly. 
Thus, from the Grampians old, 
A torrent, deep and ſtrong, 
Down ruſhes on the fold, 
And ſweeps the ſhepherd and the flock along. 


When, through an aged wood, 
The thunder roars amain, 
His paths with oaks are ftrew'd, 
And ruin marks the plain : 
So many a German field can tell, 
How in his path the mighty heroes fell. 


When, with their num'rous dogs, the ſwains 
Surpriſe the aged lion's den, | 
Th' old warrior ruſhes to the charge, 
And ſcorns the rage of dogs and men ; 
His whelps he guards on ev'ry ſide ; 
Safe they retreat. What though a mortal dart 
Stands trembling in his breaſt, his dauntleſs heart 
_ Glows with a victor's pride, 
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So. the old lion, brave AcharzEs, fought ;. 
And miracles of proweſs wrought ; 
With a few piquets bore the force 
Of eighty thouſand, ſtopt their courſe 
Till off his friends had march'd, and all was well. 
Ev'n he himſelf could ne'er do more, 
Fate had no greater deed in ſtore | 
When all his hoſt was ſafe, the god-like Hero fell.“ 


Thus as he ſpoke, each hoary fire: 
Fights o'er again his ancient wars; 
Each youth burns with a hero's fire, 
And triumphs in his future ſcars ;. 
O'er bloody fields each thinks he rides, 
'The thunder of the battle guides ; 
Beneath his lifted arm, ſtruck pale,. 
The foes for mercy cry ; 
And hears applauding legions hail 
Him with the ſhouts of victory. 


On the Death of a Lou N TEADY.- 
By the fame... 


F Amented ſhade! thy fate demands a tear, 
| An off ring due to thy untimely bier; 
Accept then, early tenant of the ſkies, 
The genuine drops that flow from Friendſhip's eyes! 
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Thoſe eyes which never ſhall behold thee more ; 
So early haſt thou to the tomb retir'd, 
And left us. mourning what we once. admir'd. 


For this did Beauty's faireſt hand ariſe _ 
On all your ſhape, and kindle in your eyes ? 
For this did virtue form your infant mind, 
And make thee beſt, as. faireſt, of thy kind? 
Did all the pow'rs for this their gifts beſtow, 
And only charm us to increaſe our wo ? 
A moment bleſs us with celeſtial day, 
Then, envious, ſnatch the ſacred beam away ? 
Recall the beauteous prize they lately gave, 
And bid our tears deſcend on Anna's grave? 


How, did the mother ſee her daughter riſe, 
A lovely plant to bleſs her aged eyes ! 
How oft, in thought, her future pleaſure trace,. 
Appoint her huſband, and enjoy her race ! 
But now nor huſband ſhall enjoy that bloom, 
Nor offspring riſe from the unfruitful tomb. 


An unexpected gift the virgin came, 
The laſt, but faireſt, of a falling name; 
A ray to light a father's eve ſhe ſhone, 

And heal'd the loſs of many a bury'd fon : 
But ſoon invading darkneſs chas'd away 
The beauteous ſetting of a glorious day ; 


Soon Heav'n, which gave, again reſum'd its own ;: 


And of his fam'ly he remains alone, 


Thoſe eyes which raptur'd hung on thee before ! 


* 
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His thoughts in her refin'd no more he'll trace, 1 
Or view his features ſoften'd in her face; | \ 
No more in ſecret on her beauty gaze, 

Or hide his gladneſs when he hears her praiſe : 
Mate 1s the tongue which pleas'd his ſoul before, 
And beauty bluſhes in that cheek no more. 


Peace; gentle ſhade, attend thy balmy reſt, 
And earth fit lightly on thy fnowy breaſt ; 
Let guardian angels gently hover roand, 
And downy filence haunt the hallow'd ground; 
There let the Spring its ſweeteſt offspring rear, 
And ſad Aurora ſhed her earlieft tear. 
Some future maid, perhaps, as ſhe goes by, 
Shall view the pl ce where her cold reliques lie; ' 
Folly, for once, may ſadden into care; | 
And Pride, unconſcious, ſhed one generoùs tear; / 
While this big truth is ſwelling in the breaſt, 
That Death nor ſpares the faireſt nor the beſt ; 
That Virtue feels th” unalterabl; doom, ( 
And Beauty's felf muſt moulder in the tomb. | 
i ) 
\ 
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Ere Hervey's precious duſt is laid; 
Here peaceful reſts his ſacred head; 
Whoſe honeſt fame and works divine, 


Shall ever live, ſhall ever ſhine ; 
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By all admired ſhall remain, 
Where genius, taſte, and virtue reign. 


His foul by heav'nly grace inſpir'd, 
With love to God and goodneſs fir'd, 
Made Nature vocal to proclaim 
Religion's excellence ſupreme : 

And though he never dipp'd his pen, 

To court the empty praiſe of men; 

Yet oft his ſmooth harmonious ſtyle 

Would ev'n the gay to bliſs beguile. 

Each virtue in his boſom found, 

With chaſte humility was crown'd. 
Acknowledging his ſins were great 

Gainſt God, in this imperfect ſtate, : 
He check'd each riſing ſpark of pride, 

And on his Saviour ſtill rely'd. 


Upon the conſecrated morn * 
On which our blefled Lox D was born, 
Hervey ſerenely clos'd his eyes, 
While angels waft him to the ſkies. 
Now loſt in ecſtaſy, and love, 
He tunes the harp in heav'n aboye. 
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* He died on Chriſtmas· day 1758, at Weſlon-Favel near North- 


zmpton, of which pariſh he was Rector. 
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SOLITUDE. A Por u. 


Written in a beautiful wild receſs near Fort. 


AUGUSTUS. 
By Mr R. S—r. 


Air Solitude, romantic maid ! 
That, deep amid the ſylvan ſhade, 

Calm and filent, lov'ſt to dwell, 
Muſing in thy moſs-green cell, 
Hollow'd in the ragged rock, 
Shaded by an aged oak; 
Where the wanton ivy grows, 
And the tumbling water flows; 
Take me to thy peaceful arms, 


And make me bleſs'd with all thy charms. 


Oft haſt thou ſeen the ſacred Nine 
With faireſt garlands deck thy ſhrine ; 
Oft haſt thou heard thy praiſes ſung 
By many a ſweet and tuneful tongue : 
How ſhall I ſing thee, goddeſs ! how 
Approach thy throne with off *rings due? 


Seldom is thy ſweet abode 
By the foot of mortal trode, 
Save when contemplation free, 
Evermore devote to thee, 


Leads 
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Leads ſome penſive happy ſwain 

Far acroſs the flow'ry plain, 

To thy ſhady green retreat, 

Where Health and Wiſdom fix their ſeat. 
Health with cheeks of roſy dye, 
Poliſh'd brow, and ſparkling eye, 
Ever chearful, ever gay, 

Laughs the happy hours away. 
Wiſdom, ſweet, but awful too, 
More fix'd her eye, ſevere her brow, 
With pleaſures ſacred and refin'd 
Delights her ever-thoughtful mind. 


Sportive echo, always near, 
Repeats to thy fond lining ear 
The thruſh and blackbird's lively ſong, 
Sweeteſt of the warbling throng ! 


See from her lap gay Flora pour 
Many a fair and fragrant flow'r ! 
To fan thee zephyr gives the breeze, 
That ſoftly ſhakes the ruſtling trees, 
And, in its courſe, from ev'ry bloom, 
To glad thee, ſteals the rich perfume. 


The waving groves on either ſide 
Are dreſs'd in all their ſummer's pride; 
They in thy honour, gentle queen ! 
Put on their gayeſt robes of green. 


Vor. II. . Through 
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Through the pleaſing ſhady grove 
Free and careleſs let me rove; _ 
And while the ſcene my boſom warms, | 
With tranſport look on Nature's charms : 
Wild and rugged though ſhe. be, 
Not the leſs ador'd by me, 


On yon precipice's brow, 
Leaning on the bending bough, 
Deeply muſing let me ſtand, _ 
And mark the wonders of her hand. 


See the river wind along, 
The wilds and tufted hills among! 
Placid now it flows, and deep; 
Now it thunders down the ſteep; 
With violence daſh'd, it foams and roars, 
And, falling, ſhakes the lofty ſhores : 
The rocks, and bellowing caves around, 
And woods and hills repeat the ſound, 


See yon old fantaſtic oak | 
That ne'er ſhall feel the woodman- s ſtroke; 
High on the cliff its roots extend, 
And low th' inverted branches bend; 
Whence ſhoots the buzzard through the air, 
That long has fix'd his empire there; 
And long and ſafe ſhall be his reign 3 55 
Who dares invade him, dares in vain. 


Yon mighty elm beſide the flood 
Secure for many an age had ſtood, 
Till by the ruſhing torrent min'd, 
Ac length its weighty head declin'd ; 
In thunder it forſook the ſkies, 
And croſs th' indignant river lies. 


Now quickly roves th* exulting eye 
To yon aëreal mountain high, 5 
That riſes rough and wild, and ſhrouds 
Its rocky ſummit in the clouds: | 
Its foot the Neſs aſſiduous laves 
With his ſoft-lowing filver waves; 
While in the cryſtal flood are ſeen 
Delightful groves of ſofter green: 
THY inverted mountain there we view, 
The fleecy clouds, and æther blue; 
And the mild ſun, with gentler ray, 
Diffuſes leſs refulgent day. 


Now in the peaceful ſhade reclin'd, 
Bleſs'd with ſerenity of mind, 
O let me, while at eaſe J lie, 
Enjoy the moments as they fly: 
Let me not impioufly complain, 
That former joys I can't regain; 
Nor yet, a prey to preſent ſorrow, 
Expect my happineſs to-morrow z 
For, oh ! the ſhort, the tranſient now, 
Is all the gods to us allow. 
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When ſolemn thought can charm no more, 

Let Fancy ope her pleaſing ſtore, 

And, by her pow'rful magic, ſend 

'To my retreat my abſent friend, 

Or thee, my ever-lovely maid! 

In all thy native ſweets array'd ; 

Bid thee in Beauty's pomp ariſe, 

Once more to bleſs my longing eyes. 

Heav'n, with a bounty unconfin'd, 

Hath grac'd thy form and bleſs'd thy mind ; 
The ſolitary wild, with thee, 
Is happy paradiſe to me. 


Thus ſports my careleſs rural ſong 
In concert with the woodland throng; 
Thus, unperceiv'd, the ſummer- day 
Serene and happy flies away. 


Unwiſe are they whoſe fleeting joys 
Time, place, or accident deſtroys. 
The fields with ſummer's glory crown'd, 
Where Beauty's faireſt charms abound ; 
The waving groves, the verdant hills, 
The flow'ry meads, 6. J tinkling rills ; 
The ſtately dome, the garden fair, 
The town, and all the pleaſures there; 
The ball, the concert, and the play, 
And all that's lively, all that's gay: 
To theſe (thank Heav'n, for ever kind!) 
True happineſs is not confin'd. | 
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He, only he, is truly bleſt, 
Who feels no tempeſt in his breaſt 
Of jarring paſſions, waſting care, 
Diſhoneſt hope, and filly fear: 
Whoſe heart the love of virtue warms, 
Conſcious of all her ſacred charms : 
Who, ever grateful and content, 
Enjoys the good that Heaven hath ſent, 
And in the preſent bounty bleſt, 
To Providence refers the reſt : 
And, while the happy moments fly, 
Nor ſcorns to live, nor fears to die. 


On the rude mountain, and the wild, 
Where Nature's beauties never ſmil'd ; 
Or on the thirſty plain that hes 
Beneath the heat of burning ſkies ; 

Or where, with ſtormy blaſts ſevere, 
Dire winter chills the languid year: 

Where-e'er it is, the virtuous breaſt 

I, and for ever muſt be, bleſt. 
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The BRAGIAD. A Porn, 
By H—x S—T, E: 


Pulchra LAVERNA, 


Da mihi fallere, da Juftum ſantiumgue widers : 


Noctem peccatis, et fraudibus objice nubem. Hog, 


Avena, goddeſs of the gainful ſports, 
In cities honour'd, and ador'd in courts, 

Thou fov'reign pow'r, to whom thoſe arts belong, 
Fill all my ſoul, and fire me for the ſong. 
A modern theme, unknown to ancient bards, 
Invites my playful muſe, to ſing of cards; | 
'Fo make each gentle nymph her guardian care, 
Wink at a pilfer, and indulge the fair : 
See keener lightnings quicken in their eyes, 
And catch the paſſions various as they riſe, 
For this the trembling tempts the lofty ſtrain, 
And bids th' advent'rous warriors fill the plain: 
Soft as ſhe breathes, the liſt'ning legions hear; 
Crouds ruſh to fate; unnumber'd throngs appear. 
Ye pow'rs of ſong ! that urg'd the battle's rage, 
And ſnatch'd old heroes from involving age, 
Here pour your flame, your ſacred ſtrength infuſe, 
That bards unborn may hail th* ambitious muſe : 
Let SHAKESPEAR'S nature ſport in ev'ry line, 
And Home's fire pronounce the work divine. 


Behold ! the chiefs in glory's toils engage : 
In each ſoft boſom breathes a martial rage: 


The buſy leaders ſtrait their force prepare, 


Colle& their bands, and view their troops with care " 


Four aces bear the ſtaff, ſupreme command; 
Four ſceptred kings ſucceed, a hoary band ; 
In regal pomp th' imperial conſorts move, 
To fall or conquer with the lords they love; 
In gloſſy armour, beaming from afar, 

Th inferior troops impetuous ruſh to war. 


While fickle Fortune turns her giddy wheel, 
The cuts contend, the higheſt doom to deal ; 
Mark how impatience ſtares in ev'ry face 
How ſwoll'n ambition ſteals each ſofter grace! 
Each milder look ſubſides, each melting air, 
And all the warrior blazes in the fair. 

To Fortune's fane promiſcuous pray'rs aſcend, 
And the dome echoes, Fortune be my friend !” 
All with one voice for gen'ral ſilence call; 

All ſpeak at once, impoſing ſilence all: 


« What ſay ye, chiefs ?“ at length the dealer cries ; 


« Paſs all, paſs all,” the circle ſtrait replies: 
Nor ſuch were found as dar'd diſpute the teſt ; 


« Paſs i paſs all,” they lend: and all was paſt, 


The next in order deals th* important band, 
While each fair peeps to ſee another's hand : 
Behold ! in fight two mighty chiefs engage ; 
The mutual conflict burns with mutual rage. 
Goddeſs of Brag ! ſuperior on thy car 
Sit high enthron'd, and rule th' event of war. 
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Crowns 
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| Crowns heap'd on crowns were laviſh'd in the fray, | 
I And ranks of rings and thimbles proſtrate lay, 
* While tweezer-caſes pay'd the ſhining way; 
Knives, ſnuff-boxes promiſcuous hurl along, | | 
Toys pour apace, on toothpicks toothpicks throng ; 5 | 
Their ev'ry pledge already preſs'd the field: | 
The conflict ceas'd, the chiefs reluctant yield. 
"Tis now the doubling terrors all renew, 
When ev'ry band muſt paſs in full review : 
Here, gleaming bright, and grateful to the eye, 
In heaps on heaps the ſhining treaſures lie; 
Treaſures moſt apt t' allure the female gaze; 
Here flame the rubies, and the diamonds blaze; 
Here piles of ſilver dart a glimm' ring ray, 
And thimbles beam refulgent on the day; 
Een painted toothpicks ſhew their roſy dye, 
And all contend to tempt the wiſhful eye: 
No valour now can weaker pow'r ſuſtain; 
The brave and baſe alike uſurp the plain: 
Nor vaunter raſh and weak attain his ends, 
*Tis might alone an ample triumph ſends, 
Then judge, O judge, what boding fears oppreſt 
A quiv'ring warrior's ſad ill- omen'd breaſt: . 
No guile to lead, no hope to bear her on, „ 
Who proves but weakeſt, ever proves undone. 
Her voice ſhe rais'd, a ſhort-liv'd ſilence broke, 
The ſtilly hoſt attentive, thus ſhe ſpoke : 
« Thou deity, whom all my ſex adore, | 
Hear a ſad wretch ! and grant what I implore: 
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O yet relent ; behold my hapleſs ſtate; 

O ſnatch me, ſinking, from the jaws of fate. 
Without thy gen'rous aid, all-gracious pow'r, 

] fall a victim in this luckleſs hour. 

Ev'n now before my ever- anxious eyes 

Strange viſions ſkim, and horrid phantoms riſe, 
And to my thoughts ſuggeſt, in dire array, 

Th' unnumber'd miſchiefs of this fateful day.” 


She pray'd; and turning tow'rds her adverſe chief, 
m gone! I'm gone! I'm loſt beyond relief! 
Ah true! the riches ſcarce deſerve a care; 
But that I hold ten thouſand times more dear, 
My fav'rite ring, lies hoſtag'd on the plain; 
O! how ſhall I redeem my ring again ? 
Alas ! poor ring on this robb'd hand I wore, 
On theſe ſad fingers thou ſhalt blaze no more : 
But bold, I ſcorn to bend beneath my grief, 
I fall a heroine, as I ſtand a chief. 
Thus braving fate, determin'd.I demand 
A view of all the terrors in your hand.” 
This laſt pronouncing ſtern, the chief obey'd, 
Three hoary fires, in regal pomp, diſplay'd : 
« Three nat'ral kings!“ through all the manſion rings; 
And the big dome rebounds, © Three nat'ral kings!” 
Th' oppoſing ſtrength the Muſe ſhall alſo ſing; 
Two conquer'd aces, and a captive king. 
Confus'dly ſad, the monarch ſhews his face, 
Whilſt flow behind him limps each vanquiſh'd ace, 
The angry frowns he darts on ev'ry foe, 
Proclaim his anguiſh, and declare his wo: 
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He glares around, unconſcious of relief, 
And pines-in all the impotence of grief. 


PAS. 


Here mark, ye haughty kings, ye Po, ye great, 
A royal brother fall'n a flave to fate. 
. Thy monarch, France ! may hence a leſſon bring, 
And draw experience from the muſe's ſpring. 
The king of- ſpades was full as great, as vain, 
Alike his ſubjects were a ſervile train; 


8o may th' o'erwhelming ſtrokes of fate invade, | 
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Thy crown diminiſh, and thy ſceptre fade, 
And monarch Lewis fall like monarch Spade. 
Th' imperial hoſt, with ample vict'ry crown'd, 
Explore the riches of the vanquiſh'd ground ; 

In clam'rous ſhouts thank Fortune for the day, 
Prefer their praiſe, and bleſs the deity. 


With horror thrill'd, the vanqui{h'd virgin fat, 
Curs'd the dread pow'r, and doubly damn'd her fate; 
The vital blood forſakes her lovely cheek, 

Her tongue ſcarce utt'ring what her ſoul would ſpeak ; 
Pale anguiſh ſudden ſhot o'er all her face, | 

Sadly ſhe mutter'd ! Were that king an ace!” 

Then faintly thus the victor chief addrefs'd, 

In ſighs, and broken accents, half expreſs'd: 

I yield to fate, as ev'ry warrior muſt, 

Beg my pledg'd ring, and humbly hope for truſt.” 
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The conqu'ror now divides the warring train, 
In equal ranks, o'er all th* embattled plain; 
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The chiefs on either ſide their force review). 
Loud clamours riſe, and battle burns anew : 
Again thick ſhow'rs of ſilver! fill the plain, 
The riſing floods increafin g ſwell amain. 

A dame for valour fam'd, whom Fortune bleſt, 
In fight ſuperior ſhone above the reſt ; 

The routed troops before her fury fled, 

Nor art, nor ſtrength reſiſt the martial maid ; 
Conduct alone the mighty conqueſt brings; 

Her force conſiſts of two illuſtrious kings. 
Among thoſe daſtards that did baſely yield, 
Two coward aces left th' abandon'd field; 
Th' exulting kings, in regal armour bright, 
Now bound victorious o'er the fields of fight : 
Th' advent'rous heroine gleans the precious ſpoil, 
The due reward of her ſucceſsful toil: 

Elating triumph ſits upon each eye, 

She feels a fancy'd heav'n beneath the ſky ; 
While ſunk. in ſilence ſat th' ignoble dame 

4g turn'd her aces from the field of Fame: 

h' inferior kings now ſtruck th? aſtomiſh'd-fight, 
ay wail'd her hap, and mourn'd ch inglorious flight, 
Alas! too late; the monarchs bore the prize, 

To weaker pow'rs the plain ſubjected lies. 


Now lazy Night in ſable ſilence fled, 
The roſy Morn deſerts her ſlumb' ring bed, 
The beamy god aſcends his car on high, 
Wide cheers the world, and lightens all the ſky; 
Through the white hangings ſhoot his early beams, 
And ofer the ceilings dance in yellow gleams; _ 
| Warn'd 
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Warn'd by the figns, the warriors quit the field, 

- Thoſe crown'd with ſpoil, their thanks to Fortune yield: 
So ſoon as Phoebus drives the ſhades away, 
Goddeſs of Brag, yield to the god of day, 


An ESSAY on PLEASURE. 


Hen from our mighty Maker's hand we came, 
Unſully'd was the ſoul, and fair our frame: 
Then with a double pow'r was man endu'd ; 
The power of evil, and the power of good. 
And to direct our aim, by bounteous Heaven, 
Two univerſal motives then were given ; 
The love of pleaſure, and the dread of pain; 
That to excite our action, this reſtrain, 


Pleaſures the bleſſing which we all purſue ; 
Inſpires our hopes, and terminates our view 
The ſhining goal to which all labours tend; 
Though various are the ways, the ſame's the end. 
Yes ! diffrent men by diff*rent ways would gain 
The ſweet reward. 'Then be theſe ways my theme; 
To trace the various powers by which they move ; 
Condemn what's baſe, and what is juſt approve. 
For this ſure maxim ſtill muſt be allow'd, 

That virtuous pleaſure is the ſovereign good. 
Indiſputable truth! for God, we know, 
Bids ev'ry man be happy, or his foe, 


Vurtae, 
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Virtue, fair fountain of all happineſs ! 
Her ways are pleaſure, and her paths are peace. 


The lazy tribe think ev'ry purſuit vain, 
And prize no bleſſing but the want of pain; 
Content to grow, and waſte in torpid reſt. 
Inanimate creation's full as bleſt. 

But others, moving in a ſphere more high, 
That by one faint degree approach the ſky, 
Think the full banquet, and the copious bowl, 
The nobleſt entertainment of the ſoul. 

Sworn ſons of riot! bane of all thar's good! 
Voracious ſepulchres of wine and food. 


Some in the venal ſmile and cold embrace 
Of a lewd proſtitute their heaven do place, 
Wretched as they deſerve. Be theſe confeſt 
The ſovereign pleaſure's granted to the beaſt. 


Old Gripe his riches counts his ſole delight. 
For theſe he toils the day, and wakes the night. 
With vexing joy he views his ſhining ſtore, 
Still meditating how to make it more. 

On this his heart and eyes are fix'd alone : 
How miſerable I if all was gone! 
| Subtra& one ſhilling! No! not for my ſoul! 
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And all the wretch'd that ſtarve from pole to pole ! * 
But know, mad fool, ev'n now you're at your worſt, 


With poverty amidſt your plenty curſt. 
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Whence all his terror comes, ye muſes fay : 

He knows that merit cannot court their ſtay: 

No greater hope his abject ſoul can boaſt ; 

And with his darling wealth, his God, his heav'n are lot, 


Aloft on vary'd plame Ambition flies; 
Too great for earth, ſhe ſeems to mount the ſkies : 
The grov'ling pleaſures of the croud ſhe ſcorns, 
And with the love of glorious trifles burns: 

To every quiet enjoyment a foe, 

Barters her happineſs for glitt'ring ſhow. 

«© To range the battle, in the-court to ſhine, 
Who can deny ſuch joys as theſe divine?“ 
Divine Yoo think them; and J grant the ſame, 
If Heav'n's beſt bleſſing is a ſplendid name. 

But more, much more! to theſe muſt be allow'd, 
If your grand motive is your country's good. 
Who well employs the pow'r that he receives, 
Himſelf enjoys the happineſs he un. | 


But far in dignity above the reſt, 
With no mean ſhare of real pleaſure bleſt, 
I own th? bard, whoſe call the muſes wait, 
Fond to be wiſe, deſpiſing to be great. 
Wiſdom is Virtue's handmaid ; her attends ; 

A willing ear to her the goddeſs lends : 

Fair Wiſdom, if apply'd aright, can give 
The nobleſt pleaſures mortals can receive. 


Love's tender pleaſures next we mean to view ; 
And much, O Love! unto thy name is due. 


For 
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For thee the poet wakes the tuneful lyre ; 

For thee his boſom glows with rapt'rous fire. 
Thy ſov'reign power can ſtamp, with art refin'd, 
Faireſt impreſſions on the ſoften'd mind. 

To thee all ſocial happineſs we owe: e 

From thy fair ſource the ſofteſt pleaſures flow; 
High thoughts and kind humanity are thine; 
Thou ſweetly blend'ſt the ſoft and the ſublime, 
Diffuſive goodneſs fills the lover's breaſt; 

With his belov'd the world he wiſhes bl: 


On virtue's ſtock love yields the faireſt bloom, 


And ſuch the love from whence ſuch joys do come. 


Whoe'er thou art that wouldſt ſuch pleaſures find, 
Go, chuſe at once a miſtreſs and a friend. 

Your paſſion godlike Reaſon muſt approve ; 

Then hope for pleaſure in the paths of love. 


195 


The happy man, that's with true pleaſure bleſt, 


A gentle calm ſtill reigns within: his breaſt ; 

Compos'd, not dull; his innocence his bliſs ; 

And laſting as his goodneſs is his peace. 

His wiſhes Reaſon rules; what nature craves, 

Juſtly he ſeeks, and gratefully receives. | 

Luxurious debauch his ſenſe ne'er cloys, 

But moderation ſeaſons all his joys. 

In him the wretched never miſs a friend, 

Put ſhare whate'er Heav'n's providence doth fend. 

He thinks that he for all exiſts, and would 

Make ev'ry creature happy if he could. 
R 2 
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He's peaceful ; yet, when Virtue ſummons, brave; 
And, though there was no gallows, ſcorns a knave. 
His generous breaſt no guilty paſhon moves; 

He rules with juſtice, and with honour loves ; 

A modeſt candidate for honeſt fame, 

Preferring virtue to a ſplendid name. 

With love and 2dmiration he ſurveys 

The beauties which creation wide diſplays ; 
There ſees bright wiſdom, power, and goodneſs join; 
'Thence he's inſpir'd with pleaſure all divine; 

On Contemplation's wing to trace the road 
Through Nature's beauties up to Nature's God; 
Then, oh! what tides of ſacred pleaſure roll, 
Sedate and pure, through his exalted ſoul ! 

When tir'd of earth, he takes his lateſt flight, 
Angel-attended,. to the realms of light. 

He ors aloft on Pleaſure's Bun wing; 

With notes of pleaſure heav'n's high arches ring: 
Baſking in uncreated pleaſure's ray, 

In the bright regions of eternal day; 

Cheriſh'd by Glory's Sun's unrival'd beams, 

And by life's fountain's pure ambrofial ſtreams, 
He ever blofloms in this high abode, 

And in the happy clime he ripens to a god. 


Fair Pleaſure! precious end of all our ways ! 
Nature ſpontaneous thy ſoft call obeys; 
Great ſoul of life! and heav'n's triumphant queen! 
What praiſe is due unto thy ſacred name! 

Ere yet time was, th' Almighty dwelt with thee, 
His ſole companion through eternity. 


From 
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From his perfections bright and conſcious worth, 
Thou, heav'nly fair! hadſt thy illuſtrious birth: 
When time and fleeting worlds ſhall loſe their name, 
And into nothing fink, from whence they came, 
High at the throne of God, the ſeat of bliſs, 

Thou ſhalt diffuſe eternal happineſs, 


S 
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Advice to a Painter who had engaged to 
draw Miſs A—. R—, 


By J. C. P. EA: 3 


O Dea certe ! VIRG. 


So then, bold artiſt! with approved ſkill 
You've undertaken this ſo great deſign, 
May all the fair your manly boſom fill, 
Give to your hand an excellence divine, 
Inſpire your colours with a radiant glow, 
A marble ſmoothneſs to the canvas give, 
In noble touches make your pencil flow, _ 
And R— confeſs'd in all the picture live; 
Fancy away! to make love's queen complete, 
Let but the fair alone your gen' rous boſom heat. 


But leſt your dazzled eye in Beauty's maze f 
Should wander, heedleſs of each ſingle charm; 
Leſt that the brightneſs of the heav'nly blaze 
Should blaſt thy ſight and all thy ſkill diſarm ; 
| R 3 Let 
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Let my inſtructions ſink into thy ſoul, 
Read careful o' er the ſoft advice T give; 
Let theſe the trembling of your hand controul, 
Your: wand'ring eyes recall, your heart revive ; 
The heav'nly features of her face define, 1 51 i 
And ſhow each n makes the whole divine. 


But oh! obſerve with what an eaſy air 

The lovely charmer moves, with finiſh'd grace! 
Quick uſe thy {kill, thy atmoſt art prepare, 

Cateh ev'ry turn, each gentle movement trace. 
But how, ah! how can all thy colours ſhow 

The foften'd riſing of thoſe hills of love ? 
Whiter than flakes of pure unſully'd ſnow, 

Softer than — plumage of the dove. 
Yet bold, go on! play thou thy noble part, 

And let our' thoughts Md what's wanting in thy art, 


Her eyes—but how ſhall alt thy Mill expreſs 
The heav'nly rays that melt my raviſh'd heart? 
What daring boldneſs does thy ſoul poſſeſs, 
To think to ape them with thy puny art ? 
Miſtaken fool! think'ſt thou thy aking fight 
Can view their luftre with a ſteady eye ? 
Shall not their glory with too ſtrong a light 
Confound thy ſenſe, and all thy ſkill defy ? 
'Then ceaſe, nor raſhly tempt thy certain fate, 
Paint but the bluey orbs, or curſe thy fault 200 late. 
Now tell me, painter, didſt thou ever view 
The ſen in all his new-born glory riſe, 
ED | Diſpel 
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Diſpel the miſts, and ſip the morning- dew, 
And ſtrew with bluſhes all the orient ſkies ? 
So ſhall the grand idea in your mind 
Strike home your fancy when you view the fair ; 
The roſy bluſh that gilds the morn, you'll find 
Not only\equal'd, but excelted there: 
Then with a tincture of carminian dye 
(Her cheeks you never can, but) imitate the ſky. 


As two plump cherries on the yielding bough 
Hang dangling, moiſt with an ambrofial ſweet z 
A breathing zephyr gently blows, and now 
The branches tremble, and they fondly meet ; 
Or as the coral on: the lonely rock, + 
With reddy hue, uprears its painted head ; 
Two ſiſter firſtlings from the parent ſtock 
Together grow, and ſprout up ſide by fide ; 
So ſmile her roſeat lips, with bliſs replete, 
Soft as the pulpy fruit, as NY odours ſweet. 


Her 8 hair dee A breathes, 
Around her neck the wanton ringlets ſtray ; 

Adown her breaft they flow in filken wreaths, 
And in her boſom innocently play. 

Not fo, O Love! if once thy piercing dart 
Within her boſom ſhall admiſſion find ; 

Not fo ſhallVt revel in her captive heart, 
When fond deſire with melting love is join'd ; 

But, oh! if e'er the Jovely maid you wound, 

Let all ker tender thoughts be in her P 


1 9 


crowned. 
But 
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But how ſhall I, in all the pomp of verſe, | _ 
Each heav'nly beauty to thy mind diſplay, 

In flowing numbers all her charms rehearſe, 
And paint the fair that ſteals my ſoul away? 


Let theſe alone your ſkilful hand aſſiſt, 


Your flowing pencil with a ſmoothneſs guide; 
So ſhall, your fame to endleſs ages laſt, 


Like hers to long eternity abide ; 
Whilf hapleſs C 


's, ſhall, as his verſes, rot, 
Be, with his mould'ring duſt, by after-times forgot. 


To Miſs 


| By the Jame. | 


: 
EE the buſy inſect train 
Fondly ply their little care, 
All their art with anxious pain, 
All their {ll to deck the fair; 
To deck the fair, — delightful taſk ! 
What more could man's ambition aſk ? 


II. 
Finer than the fineſt hair, 
Bright as Phoebus golden ray, 
Light as thin pellucid air, | 
Soft as fleecy down — Oh!] ſay 
With what wondrous art they twine, 
And prepare the filken line, 


III. 


£© «© 
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III. 
Think it then not much to ſpend 
Now and then a leiſure hour, 
Careful each to gently tend, 
And protect their ſilken ſtore, 
Guard them with a watchful eye, 
And all their little wants ſupply. 


| 3 IV: 
So intent upon their toil, 
Not a moment can they ſpare, 
Their little hunger they beguile, 
And forget their leafy fare, 
Till at laſt enwrapt they lie, 
Hid from ev'ry mortal eye. 


| V. 
Thus when man the fatal thread 
Of life has ſpun— no longer gay ! 
In the filent grave 1s laid, 
Till at the great and ſolemn day, 
When from his dreary ſleep he wakes, 
As thoſe, a diff'rent form he takes. 


YL 
Perhaps, my fair, you'll think it wrong 
To mix what's grave with ſubjeQs gay, 
But you're too good, Pm ſure, to frown 
On a young poet's weak eſſay; 
You that can even in ſmalleſt trifles find 
Some moral leſſon to improve your mind, 
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The Dunesx and his PEN. 


1 Bat B I. B. 
By J. B. Eh; 


7 IS ſtrange to think how oft we meet 

With men, to whom the alphabet 
A riddle is; Your meaning pray ? 
Who little know, and Teſs can fay. 


But think not that I underſtand 
By this that they have not 4 hand © 
For copious ſcribbling : yes, indeed 
That they will do who ſcarce can read. 
*Tis ſtrange to think that ſuch as theſe, 
—Blockheads, in ſhort, or what you pleaſe, — 
With their productions, lean and vague, 
The world will never ceaſe to plague, 
And make us pay for ſorry cheer, 
Which of the taſting's much too dear. 
Hence is it that our ſage Reviewers, 
Who dive into the filthy ſewers 
Of monthly traſh, ungrateful work | 
Fit only for a Jew or Turk. 
When giving, after juſt reflection, 
Theſe miſcreants their due correction, 
Appear themſelves like foul-mouth'd birds, 
Racking their brains for clumſy words; 


And 
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And —— what they ſurely would not chuſe, 
Seem huge adepts in vile abuſe. | 


But, leaving this queer epiſode, 
Let me purſue my deſtin'd road. 


If pride will ſuffer ſuch to lend 
An ear to an impartial friend, 
Perhaps, — nay, tis a hopeful caſe, — 
This puny, deſpicable race, 
May, from a fable, yet be wiſe, 
And thank me for my good advice. 
Mzwius, a dull half-letter'd ſot, 
Who wanted nothing but a pot. 
Of London porter, or ſtrong beer, 
On ſtated days, his heart to cheer ;/ 
— Stay, I'm into miſtake betray d, 
At ſtated hours, I ſhould have ſaid. 
Whene'er his purſe — you gueſs the cauſe — 
Was empty, as it often; was, ' 
Mzwvius, each craving hungry night, 
Thought his beſt bus'neſs was to write. 


High in a garret-room he lodg d, 
To which, with weary ſteps, he trudg'd ; 
There, o'er a greaſy table moaping, _ 
And in his mind with Virgil coping, 
He'd ſcrawl ſuch incoherent Ruff, 
That ev'n the hawkers, in a huff, 
Would from our author turn away, 
And, with a frown that frighten'd day, 
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Exclaim, 


% 
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Exclaim, How, whore's ſon, what doſt mean? 


*Canſt write us ſomething may be ſeen? 

" Thy laſt performance, cut my throat, 

If *twas worth more than half a groat. 

e Stay, let me think, — come, brother, down; 
* Down with your money, — loſt a crown.“ 
Thus he, confounded and perplex'd, K 
Was oft 4 and r nn 


One night, as he 1 leads. 
Upon his elbow, penſive ſat, 
With brow contracted by the ſpleen, Fit 
As for moſt part the caſe had ben, 
He ſcratch'd his worſe than empty rea 
And bluſter'd *gainſt-all-pow*rful Fate, 
That one of parts like his was born, 
| To be of wretched fools the ſcorn: * 
Then roſe majeſtic to his feet, — | 
Then, on a ſudden,” took his ſeat ; 
Determin'd now, in mood cibtime; t 
Perfection 5 7 to er 


When, lo! * Pen worn out with age, 
Half trembling, half inflam'd with rage, 
Eager t' eſcape a new diſaſtet, 
Thus ventur'd to addreſs wrt cry" N 


Might 1 55 8550 Sie BY 


I'm much afraid t' explain my cafe; © 5 


Should I attempt to let you hear, 
What I could wiſh, I greatly fear 


* 


That 
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That you might take it very ill, 

And me your humble ſervant kill. 

What ! — cried the much-aſtoniſh'd bard, — 
My deareſt life! = and graſp'd it hard ; — 
Should I, my darling! do or ſay 

Ought to offend you, night or day ? 

No : — now I ſwear, you may believe : 

If you were dead I could not live. 

Proceed to praiſe me, or abuſe ; 

I ſhall not quarrel which you chuſe. 


Well then — fince you permit, I ſhall, . 
With honeſt freedom, tell you all 
That long has labour'd in my breaſt, 
And baniſh'd from it pleaſing reſt. 


You muſt be ſenſible how oft 
On Fancy's wings you've ſoar'd aloft, 
The time would fail me to recount 
The vaſt, extravagant amount 
Of the produckions, which, tis plain, 
Have brought you in ſome good clear gain, 


Now, though your muſe g uſt be confeſt 
To be no middle one at leaſc, 
Yet, Sir, the world, to merit blind, 
(For where can they ſuch merit find?), 
Have dar'd their ignorance to boaſt, 
And, preeviſh, cry'd, their coin was ſoft, 
Unhappy me, who can declare, 
That — with my will — I had no ſhare 
Yor. HB, - 
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In bringing forth your works to light, 
They perſecute with cruel ſpite ; . 

And as the innocent mongſt men 

Are blam'd, fo here * curſe the Per. 


The LION, the Fox, and the Bu LI. 


A F ABLE, 
To avcertain POLITICIAN. 
By the ſame. 


F one ſhould quote the counſe] grave, 

Which Hor ace to Licinius gave “, 
T know you'd ſneer; — nay, ten to one, 
The ſentence ſcarcely would be done, 
When you'd 1 in paſſion bite your nails, 
And grinning cry, Damn your dull tales. 
Aware of this, all precepts dry 
I ſhun; yet give me leave to try 
To gain my point another way, , 
Mincing the ſteps of eh. Gar. 


A Lion, by an fr'd, 
And univerſally admir'd, 2 


* Rectius wives, Licini ; neque altum 
Nimis ts 
| . mn. Who 
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Who reigning monarch on the plain, 
Would lord it with a high diſdain ; 

I mean, ſuch a becoming pride 

As in each ſov'reign ſhould reſide, 

To keep the other beaſts in awe, 

And make them tremble at his paw 
Once on a time his den forſook, 

And a far- diſtant journey took, 

Reſolv'd a while abroad to roam, 

And in due time improv'd come home: 
But, — as 'tis in a human ſtate, 

Where ev'ry one would needs be great, — 
His abſence made each knave, though weak, 
For honour and preferment ſeek. | 
A cunning Fox, in debt involv'd, 

Having a thouſand ſchemes revolv'd 

Te keep his carcaſe our of jail, 

And having found them all to fail, 

At diſtance caſt a greedy eye 

Upon the ſeat of majeſty, 

Which, as he hop'd, might prove a guard, 
To ſcreen him from a dreadful herd 
Of angry duns. By ſpecious ſmiles, 

And numberleſs deceitful wiles, 

The throne he mounts, but quickly . 
His puny int'reſts run aground : 
Remonſtrance on remonſtrance came, 


Eager t augment ſedition's flame. 


Then Reynard terrify'd that he, 
Mid ſuch turmoils, ſhould certainly 
| 8 2 
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Be driv'n as chaff before the wind, 

And nowhere help or ſafety find, 

By chance diſcovers a large Bull, 

Not over wiſe, nor quite a fool ; 

With whom he craftily prevails _ 

To leave rich paſture in the dales, 

And take a ſhare with him, by ſtealth, 
Of the disjointed commonwealth. 

Th unthinking Bull, though ev'ry friend 
Told him *twould in his ruin end, 
Wrapt up in felf-conceit profound, 
Rejects advice, and ſpurns the ground, 
Accepts the terms, and bellows out, 
Bravo! my fortune's made, no doubt.” 


Scarce had theſe dirty ſons of gain 
Begun their inauſpicious reign, _ | 
When, lol the Lion back returns 
And with contempt indignant burns, 

To find the royal palace laid 

So low, and deſpicable made ; 

'Then, with a bold commanding frown, 
Exclaims, Ye wretches ! quick begone.” 


The Fox, with ſelf-condemning face, 
Slunk off, attended by diſgrace, 
And mutt'ring bitter to himſelf, 
« Alas! I've loſt th' expected pelf!” 


The Bull, in Paſſion's mimic forms, 


Foams, throws his head, and madly ſtorms; * 


Till, 
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Till, by degrees, compell'd to yield 
To whom he ought the glorious field, 
His rage ſubſides, his tail he ſhakes, 
And his old place contented takes. 


| EPIGR A N. 
By the ſame. 


Would have you to know, Sir, chough now vou 
deſpiſe, 
Or ſeem not to feel all the pow'r of my eyes, 
That to thouſands of lovers they torment can give, 
Who have ſworn, that without my ſoft ſmiles 1 
can't live. 


Nay, Madam, I doubt not one word that you 1 
Though all, to be ſure, are not ſtruck the ſame way: 
But, Miſs, was not that the caſe ſome time ago? 
I ſhould think it might be twenty twelvemonths or ſo. 


OS0908090000800099000000090900880 
E P 18 BA: Mi 
By the ſame. | 
H O will ſay, that adorable Kitty hates me; 
Whom already ſhe uſes /ans ceremonie? 
Juſt ſo, Sir, laſt Thurſday, in midſt of your airs, 


She call'd on her ſootman to light you down ſtairs. 
| S 3 1 P IG RAM. 
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By the fame. 


* 


| 8 a writer genteel, of high genius and taſte, . 
Lard, I fear t'other day I was too much in haſte; 

Pray tell me, my dear, with the caſe of a friend, 

Could the ladies to all the bright ſayings attend? 

I ſwear by the parent of brightneſs, the ſun, 

That I never look'd off till the eſſay was done. 


Indeed, mighty Sir, to be honeſt and plain, N 
Although at the riſk of your dreadful diſdain, 
The ladies could ſilence moiſt faithfully keep, 
For, like me, all the while they were lull'sd faſt aſleep. 


sss 
E PI GS R A M. 
eee GE: © * 
bre M a blockbikd aal at af 
FI Who firives for what he's not to paſs. 


Says Doctor Deaf, who rul'd the bowl, 
I think fo too, upon my ſoul. gs 
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—_T NO 7 


I, L-pow'rful Fancy ! dear delufive maid ! 


Daughter of Hope, Imagination's ſhade! - 


Gift of indulgent Heay'n, deſign'd below, 
With, pictur'd joys, to balance real wo! 
Where-ever thou haſt ſpread thy airy wings, 
Lodg'd in the breaſt of ftateſmen or of kings; 
Whether thy viſionary pow'r inſpires 


Some poet's brain with heav'n-deſcended fires, 


And bids him wanton in the golden dream 

Of riches, honours, and immortal fame; 
Whether thou mak'ſt th? enraptur'd lover trace 
A little heav'n that ſmiles in Hebe's face, 
Dream of a grace divine, an angel's air, 
And in the goddeſs loſe the mortal fair ; — 

Since in the bitter draught of human wo, 
Whate'er of ſweet is found, to thee we owe; 
Since what ſubſtantial happineſs we call, 

Is but thyſelf, kind nymph, thy bounty all. 
Vain all and empty but what thou haſt giv'n, 
Even Virtue's ſelf, unleſs ſhe leans on Heavn. 
Haſte hither, ſweet deceiver ! gentle gueſt ! 
Haſte, and ere& thy empire in my breaſt, 
Bid pleaſures here in airy forms ariſe, 
Ideal raptures, ſelf-created joys : 

Here revel thou entire, and ever reign 3 


Quick let me catch the viſionary ſcene, 


2 


Paint 
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Paint the dear object of my conſtant flame, 

Her face unchang'd, her beauty ftill the ſame ; 
(That only thing thou know'ſ not to improve), 
Fair Delia—only ſoften'd into love : 

'There let me view the marks'of fond defire, 
A pure, unſpotted, but an equal fire; 

A love that by its coyneſs more endears, 
Fearful, but ſtill the more betray'd by fears : 
Here let the heav'nly image ever dwell, 
Unpleaſing truth, ' rude meſſenger, farewell! 
And ſince all other methods fruitleſs prove, 
Fancy, be thou my advocate in love. 


CR SC CA A EA EA SE mA AY 


InscrIPTION for a Mineral at PxzTERHE AD. 


Rom courts and gaudy climes when Virtue fled, 
She choſe the rugged ſoil and lowly ſhed ; 
Health, her firſt-born, this diſtant region ſought, 
Here pours from oozy rocks the healing draught, 
And calls thee, mortal, if her ſprings thou prize, 
To learn that worth affects no gay diſguiſe, 


"0 
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To Miſs —— 


| Hile you, fair. maid, with grace unrival'd reign, 
Or in the drawing-room, or on the plain, 

While crouds tranſported vaſt applauſe beftow _ 

On all the charms immenſe that round thee glow, 

Unprais'd, forgot, thy nobleneſs of ſoul, 

That ſtamps a dignity. upon the whole; 

Forgot thy taſte for happineſs refin'd, 

And all thy real elegance of mind: 

Yet when the luſtre of thine eye ſhall fade, 

Thy graces wither'd, and thy bloom decay'd ; 

When thou, ſweet girl, no more ſhalt be a toaſt, 

No more a conqueſt o'er a coxcomb boaſt, 

Sunk all the charms that youth could give to pleaſe, 

The animated form, the mien of eaſe, 

Then with redoubled ſplendor ſhall blaze forth 

All thy fair virtues, all thy genuine worth; 

_ Theſe ſtill ſhall Aouriſh, theſe be ſtill belov'd, 

And by thy conſcience, ſtricteſt judge! approv'd ; 

Perhaps adorn ſome future poet's line, 


And thou a STELLA, he a SWIFT ſhall ſhine, 


EPITAPH, 
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"Hou who, with. devious ſteps, and. anxious mien, 
Explor'ſt this drear and melancholy ſcene, 

Where to the throbbing heart is giv'n to know 
All the fad, folemn luxury of wo, 
Here, at the ſhrine of this lamented maid, 
Here, all collected, be thy ſorrows paid; 
Here ſhalt thy ſoften'd boſom learn to melt, 
And pity woes perhaps it never felt, | 
When well-requited Love had warm'd her breaſt } 
(Where ev'ry grace-and virtue was impreſt), 
And near, how near, poſſeſſing and poſſeſt ; 
Lo! in her higheſt hopes, and youth's warm bloom, 
She finks untimely to the filent tomb | 


Yet murmur not; for Heay'n, that's good and wiſe, 
Saw her deſert, and ſnatch'd her to the ſkies. 


EPITAPH ona poor honeſt Man. 


7 IS not the tomb in marble poliſh'd high, 
The venal verſe, or flatt'ring titles nigh, 

The claſſic learning o'er an impious ſtone, 

Where Latin tells what Engliſh bluſh'd to own, 


Shall 
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Shall ſhroud the guilty from the eye of Gon, 
Incline his balance, or avert his rod : 

His hand can raiſe the crippled and the poor, 
Spread on the way, or fainting at the door, 
And blaſt the villain, though to altars *-fled, 
Who robb'd us living, and inſults us dead. 


footojoojorjpotocjoctortoopotoojpopotoojpoectootocts to 


Toa Younc Siri going to. 
a Public Breakfaſt. 


Written in March 1758. 


By Mr J. M. 


Drar Davin, 


F old the youth of Greece and Rome, 
To ſhows and feſtivals would come, 

There crouded to the public games, 
Keen to eternalize their names 
They box'd, ſwam, wreſtled, ſcour'd the plain, 
Each limb exerted to obtain 
The crown of laurel, and a place 
In Pindar's or in Horace! lays. | 


In later ages, when renown 
By deeds of chivalry was won, 


* Alluding to rich knaves being buried i in chancels with pom 
pous inſcriptions, 
With 
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With juſts and tournaments the men 
Would the fair ladies entertain, 

Who in good order took their ſeats, 

To ſee their knights exhibit feats : 

But we who are ſo juſtly reckon'd 

More happy under Gonk the Second, 
Such cuſtoms have aboliſh'd quite, 

As barbarous and unpolite. 

The truth is, that our gentle folks 

Can neither wreſtle well nor box; 
Mongſt us there are no female tyrants, 
Who make their lovers turn knight-errants ; 
Our gentlemen are not ſuch fools 

As to encounter angry bulls, 

Nor are our ladies ſo hard- hearted 

As with ſuch ſights to be diverted ; 

At twelve o'clock to-morrow meet, ' 
Young men and maidens fair to — eat. 


As yeſternight I heard you mutter, 
With them you'd take your bread and butter, 
I thought the leaſt that I could do 
Was to ſuggeſt a hint or two. 


Your time of breakfafivg and mine, 
You know, is commonly at nine; 
How will your ſtomach faſt till noon, 
Accuſtom'd to be gorg'd ſo ſoon ? 
You may maltreat it as you will, 
But ſure it can't but take it ill; 
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And if not fed as It hath wont, 
Will certainly revenge th' affront. 


Daviy, methinks I ſee you talking, 
Or rather cavalierly walking 
With ſome delicious laſs, waen, lo! 
(Pray Heav'n forbid it ſhould be fo), | 
Your injur'd ſtomach loudly howls, 
Each gut in indignation growls, | 
And bids you pity your own bowels. 
Nor think, if at the uſual hour 
You give it ſomething to devour, 
You will not play your part ſo well 
As you could wiſh at public meal ; 
For when it ſees the tables clad 
With ſweetmeats, jellies, marmalade, 
Pl loſe my life if it don't roar 
A moſt emphatical encore. 


I fancy, Davio, you won't ſay, 

Three ſhillings muſt for breakfaſt pay ; 

Nor is it high in any wiſe, 

Alas ! all things are double price : 

"Tis double what it once was, but 

When 'twas an eighteen penny cut, 

He who his bread by't ſhould have made, 

Found that it was a loſing trade, | 

Seeing, ere they could their hunger ſtanch, 

Some put his profits in their paunch, 

But now he'll let them do their worſt, 

Who eats three ſhillings worth mutt burſt, 
Vor. II. T VERSES 
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VERSES written extempore in the Poſt- 
houſe at N orthallerton. | 
By the 3 


Eader of theſe crude lines, whoe'er you are, 
O! of the poſthouſe at next ſtage beware. 
The Scottiſh inns why ſhould the Engliſh curſe ? 


True, they are bad, but this is ten times worſe. 


Such was the inn, unleſs Poye's verſes lie f, 
Where noble Villiers halted but to die ; 

And at York's houſe (an injur'd Scot forgive) 
None will put up who have a mind to live. 


BOXIS CS ESE OD 


VERSES written while poſting through 


Banbury Moor. 
By the ſame. 


Uch a machine would ev'n a ſaint provoke, 
The blinds are ſhatter'd and the glaſſes broke, 
"Tis lin'd with nothing but a tawdry green, 
"Tis drawn by horſes, lazy, lame, and lean. 
Him who theſe animals delights to thwack, 
The part of Richard Nature form'd to act, 
For crooked is his leg, and mountainous his back. 
Ere you fair Scotland ridicule as poor, 
Think, Engliſhmen, on your own Banb'ry moor. 


* Darlington, _ 
4 See Pope's epiſtle to Lord Bathurſt, ver. 299. 
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VERSES written in the Devil Tavern. 
By the ſame, 


Hink not that in pure ſtreams the Fouxtais flows, 
Nor yet imagine virtue in the Ro/e, 
To lewdefſt ſcenes the Bedford Enfigns tempt, 
And Shake/pear is a molt notorious pimp; 
'Tis ſtrange though true, he who would ſhun all evil, 
Cannot do better than go to the Devil. | 


Occaſioned by the Death of Gen. Wore. 
By Mr F. D. | | 


Leſs'd Liberty! how abſolute thy pow'r ! 
How ſtrong thine arm in the deciſive hour! 
No toils can hold the ſoul by thee inſpir'd, 
No dangers damp the boſom thou haſt fir'd. 
Love, Pleaſure, Riches, all the flow'ry train, 
That charm the weak, or captivate the vain, 
Of Britain's glory envious, ſpread their lure, 
Bid Woll r E, Be cautious — Live at home ſecure ;” 
Bid him, Remember Britain's late diſgrace ;” 
And whiſper'd ſomething of the pow'rs in place; 
Bid him, Give up his airy views of . 8 
Nor raſhly venture on a loſing game.“ 
In that bleſs'd moment Britain's genius rear d 
Her awful head, and brighter days appear'd! 
TD Once 


% 
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Once more Aſtræa rais'd her golden ſcale, 
Corruption fickens, and her ſons grow pale. 
Again Britannia lifts her arm on high, 

Again the lightning flaſhes from her eye ! 

Once more her all-enliv*ning voice is heard, 

Her arms are dreaded, and her fleets rever'd. 

The gen'rous youth with noble ardour glow'd, 
With tears of joy his piercing eyes o'erflow'd ! — 
He graſp'd the pike ! — bid Pleaſure's train begone 
And Britain's genius pray'd to lead him on 

To death or glory. Both the goddeſs gave — 
Alas ! thy country can but add a grave ! 

Her grateful ſenate o'er thy ſacred duſt 

Bid Genius raiſe the animated buſt, 

Bid Sculpture's ever-living language tell, 


« WoLFt nobly conquer'd, when he greatly fell !” 


SUBLUNARY ETERNITY. 
A R HAP $ODY. 


By | a GunrLeAs of 1 
Ita ſtatim hoy figna. Heer. 


Ep's in eternity ! but how? 

Ah! Kate has prov'd unkind, untrue. 
Here then his hopes and fears ſtand ſtill; 
For Ned can know no greater ill ; 


* - — 


Nor 


r 
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Nor to his ſoul can any ray 

Of joy or comfort force its wa: 

No glimpſe, howe'er intenſe, can peep 

In through a gloom ſo ſad, ſo deep; 
Though Happineſs,. that heav'nly pow'r, 
Should all her influence on him ſhow'r, 

So great, ſo ſtubborn is his grief, 

Nought can augment, nought give relief: 
No future proſpects bound his care; 
Futurity's loſt in deſpair. 


Hence then I argue thus, (pray, friend, 
The diſquiſition's nice, attend): 
Whate'er is of ſuch magnitude 
All bounds and increaſe to exclude, 
That thing, ſuppoſe poor Ned's diſtreſs, 
Is infinite, you will confeſs 3 | 
And by infinitude is mean'd, _ 
You know, a thing without an end. 
Then Ned (you'll ſay) muſt thus endure 
An endleſs pain - * muſt, be ſure. 


His fate thus fix'd in fats quo, 
To him no kind ſueceſſions flow: 
External change may change ſucceed, 

He can nor hear, nor ſee, nor heed; _ 

So big the woes his ſoul diſtend, | x ) 

(Woes that know neither change nor end), W-- 

Ned can to nothing elſe attend ; 

Each faculty of mind and ſenſe, 

The total man is in ſuſpenſe ; 
T 3 
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Within, without him, on each hand, 
To him all nature's at a ſtand. 

So where there's no viciſſitude, 

By which alone time's underſtood, 
It muſt be, doubtleſs, thence confeſt 
That there eternity does reſt:. , 
Then follows what I meant to ſhow, 

«« Ned's in eternity below.” 


And, this diſcuſs'd, who can gain/ay 
O'er all life's functions Kath'rine's ſway ? 


"Tis known, though thunder ſpares the ſkin, 


It ſpares not breath nor bone within: 
But Kate conſigns to ſuch a death 

As hurts nor ſkin, nor bone, nor breath; 
And thus can make, ere time go hence, 
Eternity on earth commence; ; 
Or totidem verbis can beſtow 

Stability ere hence we go. | 
For after all is ſaid and done, 
Ned's {till on this fide of the moon, 
Where myriads of mutations ſhow, 
Periods of time ſucceſſive flow ; 

And where theſe periods, as they _ 
Theſe revolutions recontrol ; 


Where time and change, with end od, | 


Produce each other, and deyour.' 


And is not Kate a wondrous laſs 


Who, 
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Who, after this, would deem it ſtrange, 
If ſhe the face of things could change ? 
If at her ſmile the earth ſhould bloom, 
Her frown o'ercaſt it with a gloom ? 

If all the ſeaſons of the year 

Should by her various humours ſteer ; 
The air breathe cold, when ſhe's unkind ; 
Her wrath the rattling ſtorms unbind ; 
Now all again grow calm, ſerene, 
Temp'rate or hot, as paſſions reign ? 

If than Arabia's ſweeteſt gale 

Her breath more fragrance ſhould exhale ? 
Her lips turn coral pale? her breaft 
The lily of its ſnow diveſt ? | 

Her ſtature make the ſtraighteſt pine, 
Outvy'd, its envious head decline? 
And yet ſhould objects gay appear, 

Or pleaſe us only when ſhe's near? 
Should the melodious Philomel 

Yield, that her mufic may excel ? 

If at her will the feather'd throrg 
Should ceaſe or chant their am'rous ſong ? 
If all the graces ſhould combine 

'To make her Beauty's queen outſhine ? 
Or ſhould her glances pierce more hearts 
Than all the ſtore of Cupid's darts ? 

Or if Minerva ſhould admit 

In her ſuperior ſenſe and wit ? 

Or ſhould her magic pow'r, in ſhort, 

AU nature make her pleaſure's ſport, 


Do more than poets yet did feign 
Of goddeſſes and nymphs divine ? 


But as ſhe's pow'rful, is ſhe good ? 
Weigh Ned's condition * and conclude. 
See how, a victim to her ſpleen, 

He has ſophiſticated been. 

Could love or merit touch her breaſt, 
With mutual paſſion, Ned were bleſt; 
No ſwain e' er felt a truer flame, 

For a more falſe ungrateful dame. 


Se sss 


To a Youxc Lapy, on her declaring that ſhe 
loved Poetry, but could not make Verſes. 


By Mr D.R. 


LARINDA loves the poliſh'd line 
Dreſs'd by the poet's hand, 
And points the place where beauties ſhine 
That juſt applauſe command. 


Yet though ſhe courts the noble art, 
And ſighs to ſtrike the lyre ; 

No muſe indulgent will impart 
The briſk poetic fire. 


Alas! Crarinpa does not know, 
The fair inſpires the ſtrain, 


When 


When bleſs'd with eaſe the numbers flow, 
To tell her ſhepherd's pain. 


So whilſt no genius ſhe'll confeſs 

Sprung from the ſacred Nine, 
Perhaps ſome lover's thoughts expreſs - 
A poeteſs divine ! 


But would CLarinDa's ſelf diſplay, 
In verſe, her ſenſe and art, 

The god of love muſt find the way 
To touch her tender heart. 


In vain may ſhe till then expect 
The muſe by pray'rs to move; 

As the coy nymphs who pride affeR, 
Submit alone to Love. 


In willing crouds, at Love's command, 
The bright ideas riſe, 

And thoughts in graceful order ſtand, 
Refulgent as the ſkies. 


In Beauty's praiſe, with gentle ſpeed, 
The page unſpotted fills, 

As on the lawn at ev'ning's ſhade 

The pearly dew dift:is, 


Hence Waller's pregnant genius glow 'd 
At Sachariſla's name; 

And Granville's lines harmonious flow'd 
To Wund his Mira's fame. 
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Then learn, C ARKIN DA, learn; I fay, # 
This maxim to approve, TNT | 
The fair who'd ſwell the tender lay, 


Muſt pay her vows to 4 1 | 


eee Wem ee 


The AnTIQUATED BAA u. 


By Mr J. O. 
Admiranda tibi levium ſpeeacula rerum. > wal 0. 5 


Ir'd with the rage that warms a coxcomb's mind 5 
When curls are awkward, or the fair unkind; 
When ſpurn'd and kick d by all the inſeR-throng, | 
Or, ſtill more dreadful, when a patch is wrong 
Poor Sylvio late deplor'd his mighty wo 
With all the fury of an angry beau. 
Bare was his furrow'd brow, his head reclin'd, 
His hair hung looſe, and waving in the wind; 
His feeble limbs a wither'd form diſplay'd, 
His ſhape was ſhrouded in a flight brocade : 
Paint, ruffles, lace were call'd to eaſe his pain; ; 
But ruffles, lace, and paint were call'd in vain. 
Thrice, ere he ſpoke, he wip'd the ſwimming eye, 
And thrice (ye gods, how firange !) was heard to 
figh: . 
Grief ſwell'd his mighty breaſt, — - and in > deſpair 
He: ray'd, he ſtamp'd, he frowyn'd, he tore his hair; 
| Rage, 
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Rage, fury, envy fir'd ah indignant man; 
He bit his quiv'ring lip, and thus began. 


© Gods! have I liv'd to fee this diſmal hour, 
When kick'd by ev'ry friend and ev'ry whore? 
Baulk'd in my wiſhes, from my views remov'd, 
By thoſe who lov'd me once, or ſaid they lov'd. 
Was it for this I learn'd theſe arts before, 8 
Sung, lov'd, ſigh'd, danc'd, fought, whor'd, rhym'd, 

drunk, and ſwore ? 

Have I for this beſtow'd ſuch precious ſums 
On gilded equipage and rich pertumes ? 
Fir'd with a graceful mien the eaſy fair, 
And op'd the ſnuff-box with a charming air ? 
Have I ſo long purſu'd the lovely prize, 
And felt the lightning of Belinda's eyes? 
Patch'd, powder'd, painted, us'd a clouded cane, 
Wrote billetdoux, ſigh'd, ogl'd, all in vain ? 
While Damon's happy in ſo fair a prize; : 
While Florio dances, and poor Daphnis fighs ; 
While Thyrſis tries the little that he can, 
A puny ape, the mimic of a man : 
While theſe are buzzing in the charmer's ear, 
Am I, and I alone, to feel deſpair ? 
Muſt I be doom'd her vengeance to deplore, 

By her moſt hated whom I moſt adore ? 
Vet (how our fond, our darling hopes beguile Tl 
Oft have I ſeen this frowning beauty ſmile, 
With charms reſplendent glow divinely bright, 
And warm this melting boſom with delight, 


Now 
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Now (fad reverſe!) my cares are all returt'd 
With proud diſdain. ' Neglected, hifs'd, or ſpurn'd, 
She ſees me wretched, and but laughs the more, 
Though love invites, and billetdoux implore. 
Though once this mien has boaſted to inſpire, 
And melt &en frozen boſoms with deſire ; 
Though once the haughty fair obey'd my call ; 
Though once theſe eyes have ogled at a ball; 
Though once, elated wich the ſplendid ſhow, 
Theſe charms have taught the melting lip to glow : 
Yet now, alas! my warm addreſſes prove 

The blaſt of pleaſure, and the bane of love: 
Each wond'ring booby ſtares where-e'er I go, 

As ſome pale Wu had Jeſt the ſhades below. 


* Gocgbdeß W ;Snorant and dull, 
Blind to the wiſe, but partial to the: fool; 
Who ne'er can ſee, (amus'd with airy ſhow), 
Who ne'er can ſee the merit of a beau: 

Know then on me your pointleſs wit muſt fail. 
That like a feather nods on ev'ry gale.” 


Enrag'd he ſpoke, with grief, with ire oppreſt, 
His heart beat thick within his glowing breaſt; 
He damn'd all mankind in a rage, and ſwore, 
(Unjuft), © That ev'ry woman was a whore.” | 
Plays, novels, paint now met their final doom; 
The mighty hero kick'd them through the room ; 
Nay, and I'm told, (but ſure it cannot be), 

He tore his fay'rite patch and fine toupee! 


Wn | But, 
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But lo! at length a fatal billet came, 
A fatal billet with Belinda's name ; ee 
«© Thou lovely cauſe of all my woes!” he cry'd ; | 
Then figh'd and ſwore, and wept and ſwore, and figh'd; 
He fainted, ſunk, and, with a laſt adieu, | 
| Breath'd out his ſoul upon a billetdoux. 


...... — CARY ANY EAR EARS ERS 


Occaſioned by the Death of Mr C——. 


By Mr 


HY ſhould the proud, the arrogant, the vin, 

Claim undeſerv'd the tributary ſtrain, 
While humble worth, unmourn'd, neglected lies, 
And with itſelf its great memorial dies? 
Come then, thou honeſt verſe ! whoſe genuine ray 
Eternal flames from Poye's mellifluent lay, 
That ſcorns the ſordid thought, the venal line, 
Though flowing numbers do each thought refine. 
Ah! what avail thoſe notes replete with art, 
That charm the ear, not penetrate the heart ! 
IIluſion all, where ſenſe is loſt in ſound, 
And ſervile praiſe and flatt'ry play around. 
To thee no ſpecious off rings ſhall be paid, 
Nor flattery offend thy gentle ſhade. 


What though poſleſs'd of all that form'd the friend, 
The ſweeteſt temper, and the nobleſt mind ? 
Vor. II, U The 
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'The candid-judging head, the heart fincere, 

Thy manners eaſy, though thy life ſevere ! 

What though thy genius vaſt and unconfin'd, 1 0 

Explor'd thoſe truths that beam'd from Newton's mind, 

Thoſe truths divine, where Reaſon's potent ray 

Flam'd with full force, and pour'd reſiſtleſs day ? 

What though to thee the moral page was known, 

Bloom'd in thy heart, and through thy actions ſhone ? 

Yet, dear to all, for thee our ſorrows flow, 

For thee attun'd our elegies of wo. 

Too ſoon theſe mournful lines thy virtues wait, 

Nor ſenſe nor ſcience could retard thy fate. 

Yet ſhall the muſe, to merit ever juſt, | 
Tranſmit thy fame, and tear it from the duſt ; 

Recall thoſe days when ſenſe and wit conjoin'd 

To ſooth each care, and harmonize the mind; _ 

With guiltleſs trophies charge thy much-lov'd name, 

(An honour due, when worth ſupplies the theme): 

While ſatire keen in all its wrath ſhall riſe, 

And blaſt thoſe crimes that pomp and pow'r diſguiſe ; 

On guilt ſhall flaſh detection, and diſpenſe 

Impartial juſtice on the foes of ſenſe. 


2 — D ET rEEE?] * 


An EPISTLE to the Earl of . 


Hou friend of princes, poets, wits, 
And judge infallible of tits, 
That art, yet wilt not be a peer, 
O EcLlinToun ! thy poet hear. 
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My fteed of Pegaſæan blood, 
Piercy, ſo famous and ſo good, 


Bending beneath a weight of years, 
Slowly his rapid maſter bears. 


— 


Say, is it fitting that the bard 
Whom Caledonia's chiefs regard, 
Afoot ſhould walk, or by ſome jade 
With broken bones in duſt be laid ? 


My humble wiſh does not aſpire 
To ſteed of Andaluſian fire; 
Such as brave Burr delights to ride, 
When Cortes feels his maſter's pride. 


Nor covet I the racer kind, | Y 
The flying offspring of the wind, 
Such as were harneſs'd to thy car, 
When Buckhor/e, like the god of war, 
Triumphant rode on burning wheels, 
And Ex LAND ſhouted at his heels. 


I only want a nimble nag, 
Not prone to fall, nor apt to flag ; 
Strong with the tempeſts to contend, 
Which on my careleſs head deſcend ; 
When through the depth of winter's clay, 
O'er the wild Lammermuirian way, 
Midſt rain, and hail, and fleet, and ſnow, 
At midnight's murky hour 1 go. 
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| | O would ſome god to me impart 
For once, Medea's magic art, . 


Not ancient kings, nor beauties old 
Should buy the gift with all their gold: 
My Piercy's youth I would reſtore, 
And make him what he was of yore, 
When like the ſun he took his way, 


. in his ſtrength all day. 


'But fin miracles are o'er, 
And age ſpares r horſe nor whore, 
Thee I intreat, O ic Lord! | 
-Whoſe deeds Newmarket ſtrains record, 
Find me a ſteed without delay, 
Bauch as a poet's purſe can pay, 


Joann Hows. | 


The End of the Sr coο VoLvue, 


